PLATOON

FADE | N:

A QUOTATI ON AGAI NST A BLACK SCREEN:
"REJO CE, O YOUNG MAN, IN THY YOQUTH ...'

The sound now of a C-130 air cargo plane roaring over us and we
cut sharply to:

EXT. AIRSTRI P - BASE CAMP - VI ETNAM - DAY

As the C-130 coasts to a stop, the hatch rotating down on a hot,
dusty lifeless airstrip sonewhere in Vietnam Nothing seens to
live or nove in the m dday sun.

TI TLES RUN

A DOZEN NEW RECRUI TS step off the plane, unloading their duffel
bags, |ooking around |ike only the new can | ook around, their
hair regul ati on-clipped, crisp, new green fatigues fitting them
| i ke cardboard.

CHRI'S TAYLOR is just another one of them- as he turns into a
tight closeup, to look at a notorized cart pulling up al ongside

He's about 21. Newnreat. Hi s face, unburned yet by the sun,
I's tense, bew | dered, innocent, eyes searching for the truth.

They fall now on a heap of BODY BAGS in the back of the cart.
Two sol diers begin |oading themonto the plane. Flies - hundreds
of flies - buzz around them the only cue to their contents.

GARDNER
(next to Chris, Southern accent)
That what | think it is?

SOLDIER 1
(a 1 ook)
| guess so ...

An unconfortabl e | ook between them

SERGENT



kay, let's go ...

As they nove out, Chris' eyes noving with the body bags being

| oaded onto the plane. Moving over now to a notley HALF DOZEN
VETERANS bypassing themon their way to the plane. They | ook
happy. Very happy, chatting it up.

They pass the newboys - and they shake their heads, their eyes
full of an al nost nocking pity.

VETERANS
Well "Il be dipped in shit - new neat! Sorry bout
that boys - 'sin loi' buddy ... you gonna |ove the

Nam man, for-fucking-ever.

Chris | ooking at them They pass, except for the | ast man who
wal ks sl ower than the rest, a slight linp. H's eyes fall on
Chri s.

They're frightening eyes, starved, hollow, sunken deep in his
face, black and dangerous. The clamy pallor of malaria clings
to himas he |looks at Chris through decayed bl ack teeth. Then
the sun flares out on himand he's past. And Chris | ooks back.
Disturbed. It's as if the man was not real. For a nonent there.
As if he were a ghost.

Chris wal king, duffel bag on the shoul der, |ooks up at the

| ol I'i pop sun burning a hole through the sky. A rushing SOUND
now. O frightening intensity, an effect conbining the blast of
an airplane with the roar of a lion as we hardcut to:

EXT. JUNGLE - SOMEVWHERE | N VI ETNAM - DAY

The sun matches the intensity of the previous shot as we nove
down into thick green jungle. W hear the sound of MEN com ng, a
| ot of men. The thwack of a machete. Brush being bulled. W
wait. They are getting close.

The CREDI TS conti nue to run.

SUBTI TLE reads: Decenber 1967 - Bravo Conpany, 25th Infantry
Di vi sion - Sonewhere near the Canbodi an Border.

A sweating white face cones into view CHRIS - cutting point.
Machete in one hand, whacking out a path for the platoon, M16 in



the other, he | ooks |like he's on the verge of heat exhaustion.
Breat hing too hard, pacing hinself all wong, bunping into
things, tripping, not quite falling, he | ooks pathetic here in
the natural ness of the jungle. An urban transplant, slightly
neurotic and getting nore so.

Hi s rucksack is comng apart as well, about 70 badly packed
pounds bangi ng noisily.

Behi nd hi m BARNES now cones, the Platoon Sergeant. Then the RTO
his radio man, humming lightly. Qhers are behind, the colum
snaki ng back deep into the brush.

We cut around sone FACES of the Platoon - all to be seen |ater.
Young faces, hard and dirty after weeks in the field, exhausted
yet alert, fatigues filthy, slept-in, torn, personalized, hair
way past regul ation |ength, nedals, bandanas. A jungle arny.
Boys.

Chris glancing down at his raw bleeding blisters. Transfers the
machete to his other, slightly less blistered, hand. The kid
cuts on - struggling but trying, on his |last reserves of
strength, smashing al nost straight forward through brush, not
even bothering to | ook ahead. He snells sonething, |ooks around,
sl ows his pace, eyes working ... around to the base of a tree.

He noves past it.

And as he does so, the canera fromhis POV cones around on a dead
deconposi ng 10-day-old GOOK - eyes starting fromits sockets,
worns and flies feasting.

Chris draws his breath in, terrified. Barnes suddenly appears
al ongsi de, his hard hunourl ess eyes | ooki ng annoyed fromthe gook
to Chris.

BARNES
What are you waiting for? He ain't gonna bite you.
Move out .

Chris | ooks at himw th pent-up hatred and crashes on.
EXT. PLATOON PC - DAY - MOI NG

At the COVPANY PC, CAPTAIN HARRI S on the radio.



HARRI S
Bravo Two, Six. Wiat's the delay up there, nove it
out on point. W've got a |link up at Phase Line
Wi skey at One Eight Zero Zero, over.

EXT. PLATOON PC - DAY - MOVI NG -- MORN NG

At the PLATOON PC, LIEUTENANT WOLFE sweats heavily as he speaks
in his radio. He is also newto the field, a dark little feisty
guy, about 24, very hairy, especially in the eyebrows, an intense
get - ahead | ook.

LI EUTENANT WOLFE
Two Bravo, Two nove it out. Six says we're jamm ng
‘em up back there. Over.

Bar nes, upfront, turns to SAL, his radio man, under his breath.

BARNES
Tell that dipshit to get fucked. Get that other
freshneat up here. Gardner.

As Barnes picks up his pace, irritated now at this reprinmand from
the CO - comng up on Chris, who is soaked now from head to foot
In sweat, dizzy, feeling sick, about to vomt.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
VWhat the hell's the matter with you Taylor! You a
sorry ass not herfucker. Fall back.

He grabs Chris's machete out of his hand and bulls his way into
the foliage, tearing it apart, setting a new pace.

Chris being bypassed by the colum, their eyes on him He is
swatting at the red ants that are all over his neck.

GARDNER, anot her new recruit, fat, hustling up to replace him

A big and black nedic - DOC - cones over, gentle eyes and nmanner;
wth himis Sergeant ELIAS, concerned.

DOC
You okay?

CHRI S



Ants. | got ants on nmy neck ..
(shaki ng t hem out)

DCOC
(hel ping him
Yeah, black ants are killers, you |l ook sick man. You
need a little salt.
(reaching into his satchel)

Sergeant Elias, a handsone, graceful dark-haired Indian kid of
23, the squad sergeant, is taking itenms out of Chris' pack - air
mattress, extra unnecessary clothing, extra canteens, grenades,
gas nmask, books.

ELI AS
(shaki ng his head, anused)
You' re hunpi ng way too nuch, troop, don't need half
this shit. "Il haul it for you but next tine you
check it out with ne okay?

Chris nodding, grateful, panting.

The nmen passing, watching. Chris sorry about this, trying to
keep up face.

BUNNY, a young 18 year-old with an angel's face, is pissing in
t he dead gook's face.

KI NG passes, glances at him

Kl NG
You're a sick nother Bunny.

Bunny | aughi ng about it.

Chris standing there one nonent, fighting for his breath,
suddenl y passes out, going over with his 70 pound rucksack,
hitting the ground wth a | oud bang.

ELI AS
(concer ned)
Hold it up.

On Chris - his eyes opening. He seens all right.



CHRI S

(trying to get up)
"' mokay ... |'m okay.

Chris crunpl es backwards. Elias hel ps him
EXT. COVWPANY PERI METER #1 - DUSK

The COVPANY - about 100 nen who seeminsignificant amd the size
of the surrounding jungle - is digging into a perineter of sone
100-yard radius. A RESUPPLY CHOPPER lifts off in a flurry of

bl owi ng | eaves. Bare-chested sol diers chop down trees, clear
fields of fire, set out claynores, fill sandbags, chow down.
Little fires snake up against the greying red hori zon.

EXT. COMPANY PERI METER 31 - DOC S POSI TI ON - DUSK

We cut close on a pair of grungy feet - the staple of the
infantry - noving up to DOC, the Medic, bandaging themfor FU
SHENG a Hawaiin kid.

EXT. COMPANY PERI METER #1 - RHAH S PCSI TI ON - DUSK

Rhah sets his tripflare. Crawford, with him putting out a
cl aynor e.

EXT. COMPANY PERI METER #1 - RODRI GUEZ - POSI TI ON - DUSK

Back in the perineter RODRI GUEZ sets his M60 in the newy dug
foxhole. SAL, next to him is shaving in his hel net.

EXT. COMPANY PERI METER #1 - KING S PCSI TI ON - DUSK

KING | ooks like a king. A lion of a black man but with a sl eepy,
gentle face, not to be roused, is painfully trying to scrawl a

| etter hone with the pencil held awkwardly, nouthing the words.
FRANCI S, a young baby-faced black with | ong | ashes and soft eyes,
peeks over his shoul der, shaking his head.

FRANCI S
Shit, King, it ain't d-e-r-e man, it's d-e-a-r, and
Sara don't have notwo r's init, fool. Shane on

you.

Ki ng shrugs, a sleepy stoned voi ce.



KI NG
Don't matter, she knows what it neans ... an she
don't read too good nohow ...

EXT. COMPANY PERI METER #1 - COVPANY PC - DUSK

Sgt. Elias washes hinself, attentive to his body, slender and

wel | - muscl ed, and extrenely handsone youth. O Indian bl ood,
with | ong black hair, generous smle, w de facial bone structure,
gypsy eyes, and the cleanest white teeth, he could be a young
Greek god. He is given sonewhat to panache, a silver wi stband
on his arm a bandana of black parachute silk hanging fromhis
neck, his fatigues tightened down at the ankle, he pulls his
pants down, checking for crotch rot, applying tal cum powder to
the area, his buttocks facing us.

LERNER, a white kid, 19, from Florida, stopping to admre the
frontal view

LERNER
Mumm any tinme sweetheart.

ELI AS
Lerner, you'd choke to death on it.

EXT. COMPANY PERI METER #1 - COWPANY PC - DUSK

At the COVPANY COVMAND POST a beehive of activity with its four
radi os, personnel, sone Vietnanese scouts mlling around.

CAPTAIN HARRI S is running down a field map wth his THREE

LI EUTENANTS. Harris, a broad-shoul dered fine-looking mlitary
specinmen wth the requisite Southern accent and football coach
mannerism is directing his remark to 2nd Platoon's LT. WOLFE, who
| ooks a little nervous.

CAPTAI N HARRI S

Sky Six reports a fresh conpany of NVA novi ng across
from Canbodia to this blue Iine.

(points to position)
We got a good chance to light "emup tonight. Al

pl atoons w |l set squad-size anbushes before full
dark. Lt. Wlfe

(gl ances at him
You 'bush in this area near that ol' Buddhist tenple



we passed on the hunp in. Lt. Hawkins, you take this
area in the rubber plantation..

LI EUTENANT WOLFE
(eager)
No problemsir

EXT. PLATOON PERI METER #1 - CHRI S’ FOXHOLE - DUSK

El sewhere, Chris scrapes out a foxhole, his shirt off, bandana
around his head, the work hot and heavy.

TEX is out there setting the claynore as Bl G HAROLD and JUNI OR
start breaking down their C s.

JUNI OR
(a whi ning high voice)
Hey Big Harold, gime your peaches for the fruitcake
man.

Bl G HAROLD
(1 aughes | oudl y)
Fuck you bitch.

JUNI OR
C nmon man, didn't | do you right that tinme | give you
the turkey |oaf for the hamand |im beans shit.

Bl G HAROLD
Tricky bitch, reason you gi mme dat turkey loaf is
nobody el se can eat that shit 'cept ne so don't start
your gane playing with ne Junior.

They' re both black, Junior with huge goggle eyes and a face of

pi npl es and pockmarks, his teeth yell owed and decayed, sone of
themmssing. Harold is about twice his size, about 250 pounds,
a baby huey concentrating real hard on preparing his stove to eat
wi t h.

JUNI OR
Youse a pig man. | hope Manny get dat |aundry gig
for' you do.

Bl G HAROLD
De fool think he's gonna get it but he ain't known



Chris |

for his thinking.

JUNI OR
He's a fool alright but you a bigger fool. Hey,
whi t eboy, watcha waiting for - dat hole ain't gonna
dig itself

ooks up, continues working, as Junior chuckles,

JUNI OR ( CONT' D)
Hey Taylor, you don't know it but | saved your ass

today. | killed a shit-eating dog.
(1 aughi ng)
Bl G HAROLD
(getting up)
That remnds ne, | gotta take a shit.
JUNI OR

You gonna W pe your ass dis tine?

Bl G HAROLD
Yeah if you |l et ne have your shirt.

CHRI S

(VA CE OVER, as he digs)

Sonmebody once wote Hell is the inpossibility of
Reason. That's what this place feels like. | hate
it already and it's only been a week. Sone goddam
week, grandma ...

(checking his raw blisters)

the hardest thing |I think |I've ever done is to go

on point, 3 tinmes this wek - | don't even know what
| " m doing. A gook could be standing 3 feet in front
of me and I wouldn't knowit, I'mso tired. W get

up at 5 a.m, hunp all day, canp around 4 or 5 p.m,
dig foxhole, eat, then put out an all-night anbush or
a 3-man listening post in the jungle. [It's scary
cause nobody tells me how to do anything cause |I'm
new and nobody cares about the new guys, they don't
even want to know your nane. The unwitten rule is a
new guy's life isn't worth as nuch cause he hasn't

put his tine in yet - and they say if you're gonna
get killed in the Namit's better to get it in the



first few weeks, the logic being: you don't suffer
that nuch. | can believe that ... If you're |ucky
you get to stay in the perineter at night and then
you pull a 3-hour guard shift, so maybe you sleep 3-4
hours a night, but you don't really sleep ... | don't
think I can keep this up for a year, grandma - |
think 1"ve nmade a big m stake com ng here ..

As he speaks, we cut around to various shots of the platoon
nmenbers on the perineter - shaving, eating, cooking, playing, etc

EXT. PLATOON PC - N GHT

Towards the end of this voice over, we cut to Sgt. BARNES novi ng
towards the PLATOON PC. A powerful face, a quiet, angry fixed
stare, a thick trimed noustache that hel ps conceal a network of
pl astic surgery grafts and scars. The distortion fromthe jaw up
the left side of his face to his forehead, punctuated by a severe
I ndent ati on above the |left eye where a bullet once penetrated his
skul | .

Wal king with himis Sgt. O NEILL as they join WOLFE, Sgts. ELIAS
and WARREN at the PLATOON PC where they're huddl ed over naps.
Warren is a black, thin, tall, paranoid man with untrusting eyes,
silent and bitter.

BARNES
(to all, alnost pleased about it)
We got boo-coo novenent. 3rd Battalion just got hit
15 kli ks north of here.
(the MEN react with wary sil ence)

O NEI LL
(eager to el aborate)
Yeah, they had claynores strung up in the trees, blew
a whol e fucking platoon to pieces. BAAD SHIT.

Barnes inflects his next words at Wol fe, who is worri ed.

BARNES
Yeah, they got two Lieutenants and a Captai n.

WOLFE
Jesus.



Elias quiet. Barnes studying the nap.

WOLFE ( CONT' D)
(to Barnes)
Who do you want on anbush, Sergeant?

Bar nes doesn't bot her acknow edgi ng the question, barely gl ancing
at the Lieutenant, to hima necessary evil. Everybody knows
who's really in charge of the Platoon. Barnes flicks his gaze to
Eli as.

BARNES
Elias - you take your squad and I'll take Tex and
Francis from your squad.
(to Warren)

W& npbve out in twd-zero m kes.
(concl udi ng)

ELI AS
| thought it was O Neill's turn tonight.

They all 1ook at each other. O Neill spits in the dust, a
freckl ed, short red head with a hard worried face, a lifer, 30
goi ng on 60.

O NEI LL
Shit! Mrehouse and Sal are short. Fu Sheng's going
on R&R, you don't want to send their asses out on an
anbush. You got the fresh neat Eli as.

ELI AS
(to Barnes)
They don't know shit Barnes, and chances are we gonna
run into sonet hing.

O NEI LL
So what am | going to do! Get one of nmy guys zapped
so sonme fuckface fresh fromthe Wrld can get his
beauty fucking sl eep!

ELI AS
Hey O Neill why don't you cool it, you don't have to
be a prick everyday of your life, you know.



O NEI LL
Fuck you Eli as.

BARNES
You get your nen ready Elias ...

Concl udi ng the debate, no further argunent, Barnes rises. The
neeting's closed. Lt. Wlfe hasn't said a word, |ooking as Elias
departs, w thout a word.

O NEI LL
(wat ching him
Fucki ng guy's got 3 years in and he thinks he's
Cochi se or sonething ...

H s resentnent directed partly at the way in which Elias carries
hi nsel f, the natural sense of grace - and the dignity it bestows.

CUT TO
EXT. PLATOON PERI METER #1 - SQUAD ASSEMBLY PO NT - DUSK

Later. On the very edge of the perineter, darkness com ng down
fast, the nen in the anbush patrol rustle into their packs, all
of them bitching.

Tex, carrying the M 60, |ooks up at the gl owering sky.

TEX
Shit, looks Iike rain. Al night too. Gonna grow
mushroons in your bad-ass crotch Junior.

JUNI OR
(under his breath)
Goddamm ain't no justice round here, you break your
ass for de white man ... gonna get our act together,
do sone rappin' wid de brothers, change things ...

CRAWFORD
VWhat's O Neill have a nose up the lieutenant's ass
al ready, how cone we al ways get anbush.

FRANCI S
Politics, man, politics. W always getting fucked
around here.



Chris is scared, nervous with his last-m nute equi prment
adj ustnents, his pack obviously overweight for a night m ssion as
he hauls it up.

Gardner, the other new boy, is jovial in contrast, his wallet
extended towards Chris.

GARDNER

Hey Chris, | show you a picture of Lucy Jean?
CHRI S

(not to be bot hered)

No ...

Gardner shows himhis girl. She's real dog u-g-1-y, and what
makes it worse is Gardner's put the standard photo of Raquel

Wel ch alongside it, tits and all. But he msses the irony of it.
GARDNER
(adm ring)
Yeah she's the one all right ... that's Lucy Jean.

She's a-waiting for ne.

CHRI S
( noddi ng)
Yeah she's real pretty, you're lucky ...

Gardner puts it away. Elias appears al ongside them checking
their packs out, takes out Chris's poncho liner and other itens.
He carries a nodified M16 with a short barrel and a col |l apsible
st ock.

ELI AS
(to both boys)
Don't need this or this ... you're doing okay. Just

stick close to Tex, do what he does.
(calling out to Tex)
Tex you got Junior and Tayl or here on your position.

Tex is a sour Texas Ranger type, chews tobacco, spits.

TEX
Damm, 'Lias this gun's boss. Put Tayl or sonepl ace
el se.



Chris feels the words |i ke | ashes on him

ELI AS

You got Tayl or

(to Gardner)

Gardner you go with ne

(to Chris and Gardner)

' Case sonethin' happens to you, you get separated or
| ost don't yell out okay. Sit tight. W'IIl get to
you.

H s eyes. Chris watching them A smle in them Elias noves
off, a quality to the man that Chris admres. A natural sense of
| eader shi p.

BARNES
Ckay, let's nove out.

As he follows King, on point, out the perineter. A single file.
EXT. THE AMBUSH NI GHT ( RAI'N)

Ni ght is comng down. The tone of the jungle sounds has subtly
shifted - nellower, nore sinuous and certainly scarier.

The file stops. King, an experienced point man, |istens.

Chris - carrying Tex's linked ammo - | ooks around, tense. Behind
himis Gardner, trying to smle, starts to whi sper sonething
('Hey Taylor ..."') when he's abruptly shushed.

The file noves on. @Grdner's pack rattling a little too loud. A
weird rush of cold wind now rattles the trees and t he MONSOON
cones. A hard slanting rain, sudden, tropic.

EXT. RUNS - JUNGLE - NIGHT (RAIN)

A piece of an old Buddhist tenple, under a sul ky noonlight now in
a state of decay, the jungle surging to engulf it.

The Men are setting up quickly and relatively quietly in the
ruins - alongside a mniscule trail. The rain is comng down
har der than ever.

Chris and Tex setting out their claynore m nes, raveling back



their detonating cords to their position, drenched. In the far
di stance, an | LLUM NATI ON ROUND brightens the sky for a brief
nmonent. Various ad |lib curses and directions are lost in the
sound of the rain.

EXT. AMBUSH - BARNES POSITION - N GHT (RAIN)

At the Anbush CP, Ace whipsers into his radio. A soft hissing
sound.

EXT. AMBUSH - CHRIS'S POSI TION - N GHT (RAIN)

Later. Close on Chris being shaken awake.

TEX
Tayl or, you're on.
CHRI S
(groggy)

Uh hunh.

The rain continuing to pelt them Tex hands himan infrared
scope.

TEX
(suspi ci ous)
You sure you know how to work the claynore?

CHRI S
(of f ended)
Sur e.

Tex curls up as best he can in his poncho to sl eep.

TEX
Ckay ... don't catch no zzz's on ne buddy or |l
sling your notherfucking ass ... You hear ne?
CHRI S
(grits his teeth)

Yeah.
(1 ooking at his watch)
Hey Tex - you're ten mnutes fast.

TEX



Sin Loi.
('tough luck', closes his teeth)

Chris lets it go, scans the jungle and trail with the scope. The

POV is greasy and blurred. He puts it aside.

Suddenly a series of resonant SNORES crack through the jungle.
Chris starts, then sees it's fromJUNIOR |ying out there,
spreadeagled in the rain. Chris prods him

CHRI S
Juni or!
JUNI OR
Unh? ... Unh.
CHRI S
Shaddup! You're snoring ... Shhh.

Bending low into his eardrum Juni or never wakes, rolls over
with a grow. Silence.

CUT TO
EXT. CHRIS' POSITION - N GHT (RAIN)

Later. A pool of nuddy water has forned, in which a pair of
buttocks sit. Mve up to Chris still on duty, |looking at his
wat ch, drawn, drenched, pathetic, rainwater coursing down his
face.

CHRIS (V.Q)
(continuing his letter)

" Course Mom and Dad didn't want nme to cone, they
wanted ne to be just |like them - respectable, hard-
wor ki ng, maki ng $200 a week, a little house, a
famly. They drove ne crazy with their goddamm
wor |l d, grandma, you know Mom | don't want to be a
white boy on Wall Street, | don't want ny whole life
to be predeterm ned by them

A | arge RIPPI NG SOUND as the wi nd blows down a big tree branch
onto the jungle floor. He starts, peering out. Nothing. He
| ooks at his watch again.



CHRIS (V.Q) (CONT' D)

| guess | have al ways been sheltered and speci al,
| just want to be anonynous. Like everybody el se.
Do ny share for nmy country. Live up to what G andpa
didin the First War and Dad the Second. | know this
iIs going to be the war of ny generation. WelIl here |
am - anonynous all right, wth guys nobody really
cares about - they cone fromthe end of the |ine,
nost of 'em small towns you never heard of -
Pul aski, Tennessee, Brandon, M ssissippi, Pork Bend,
Ut ah, Wanpum Pennsylvania. Two years' high school's
about it, maybe if they're lucky a job waiting for
"em back in a factory, but nost of 'em got not hing,
they're poor, they're the unwanted of our society,
yet they're fighting for our society and our freedom
and what we call Anerica, they're the bottom of the
barrel - and they know it, maybe that's why they cal
t hensel ves 'grunts' cause a 'grunt' can take it, can
take anything. They're the backbone of this country,
grandma, the best |'ve ever seen, the heart and sou
- I've found it finally, way down here in the nud -
maybe from down here | can start up again and be
sonething | can be proud of, w thout having to fake
it, maybe ... | can see sonething | don't yet see,
| earn sonething I don't yet know ... | mss you, |
m ss you very nmuch, tell MomI| mss her too - Chris.

He noves towards Junior, shakes him but Junior seens to be out
of this world.

CHRI' S (CONT' D)
Wake up!

Juni or opens one dead eye.

CHRI' S (CONT' D)
It's your shift, man ...

Juni or scow s, swears, | ooks around for his rifle in the nud.

Chris crawls back to his position, curling hinself up in his
soaked poncho, teeth chattering fromthe cold, rain splattering
over him A long beat. He sighs, the sigh kicking off the next
| mage.



EXT. CHRIS PCSI TION - N GHT

Chris jerks awake - very suddenly, very frightened. THE RAI N HAS
STOPPED. The jungle sounds are |oud. G cadas, night aninals,

wat er dri pping hypnotically fromleaf to leaf. And the whirr of
a mllion nosquitoes out after the rains, chewing at Chris' face.
He | ooks around, startl ed.

Tex is asleep. Junior is asleep. Wat happened? He |ooks at
his watch. The nosquitoes are eating himalive. He buries his
head in his green towel which he wears around his neck, but he
can't see. A beat. He noves again, mserable fromthe bites.
Anot her beat. Then suddenly the sounds of the jungle shift -
sone of the animals dropping out. A different tone. A piece of
wood i s stepped on, a rustle of bush ..

Chris sees sonething, lifts an edge of the towel to peek out.

A shoadow of a figure is frozen there in front of himabout 15

yards. It looks |like a man. But it doesn't nove. At all. It

| i stens.

Chris, his heart in his nouth, tries to peer through it. It's a
bush. It has to be. No human being could stand that still. His

heartbeats are up. The nonents take forever. But deep down -
sonewhere in his psyche - he knows who it is.

The figure now shifts, ever so slightly - and noves. It IS a
human being. OCh ny God!

Chris | ooks around. Tex seens like a mle away. Wy doesn't
anyone fire! He casts a desperate look at his rifle, at his
grenades encrusted with nud, but in spite of all his training, he
Is frozen with indecision and fear at the sight of his eneny.

The figure seens to whi sper sonething back, then turns and cones
down the trail. Now a second and third figure appear behind him
- all in helnets and packs. Al comng right past Chris’
position. Ten yards. Nine.

Chris isrigid with terror. Stark eyes. Pleading wwth Tex to
wake up, but out of reach. He is about to have an anxiety
attack, his heartbeats so far up he is sure they will hear him



The first figure is now directly in front of Chris on the trail,
| ooking left and right. A rattle of his equipnent, a creak of

| eather. A snell. The man's face now catches the noonlight and
his eyes cone around on Chris.

Oiental eyes. Looking right at him Startled. Chris staring
back, hypnotized. It all happens very fast. The figure murnurs
sonething in Vietnanese. A warning. He swvels.

A flash of nuzzle fire. A raking cough of automatic fire. A
gr enade expl osi on.

Chris is hurled to the ground, hel met bouncing off, scattered,
confused, jarred. Al hell breaks | oose around himw th NO SE
and SHOUTS.

Tex, kissing the ground, is yelling at him

TEX
THE CLAYMORE! GET THOSE FUCKERS!

Chris, not know ng what he's doing, is funbling with the claynore
handl es, presses them |INSERT: They won't give. He tries again
and again to the squeeze the life out of them Tex is scream ng
at him

TEX ( CONT' D)
THE SAFETY! TAKE THE SAFETY OFF YOU ...

Lunges over and grabs the handle from Chris. Cicks the safeties
of f and bl ows them

Three EXPLOSIONS rip out into the night - and one of the ENEMY is
caught in a brief instant |ooking |ike an X-ray, his body lifted
and swirling in the air, then enveloped in swirls of snoke.

Chris, trying to keep up, grabs his M 16, lays out a stream of
fire. The sound all around himis deafening.

EXT. GARDNER S PCSI TI ON - N GHT

Gardner, freaking out, stands crouched, confused, tries to run,
col | apses.

EXT. O NEILL'S PCSI TION - N GHT



O Neill throws a grenade, w | d.
EXT. CHRIS POSITION - N GHT
An explosion. Chris hits the deck.

Tex is now on the M 60 nmachi ne gun, yelling at Junior who is
cringing on the ground.

TEX
Feed ne!

He | ays out red tracer bullets |ike | aser beans, then suddenly
reel s back, whiplashed, screaming. A grenade expl osion rocks
t hem

TEX ( CONT' D)
AAAAAGHHH MY ARM MY ARM

H s hand and wist are gone, his face in the dirt. Junior is
funbling around, trying to stay down and help himat the sane
tinme.

JUNI OR
(grabbing Tex's gun)
DOC! GET UP HERE! TEX IS H T!

Chris, looking out to his front, has no clue what's going on.
Except the fire is slacking. Relayed shouts of 'Medic! Medic!'
QG her SHOUTS.

SHOUTS
HOLD IT UP! HOLD I'T UP!

The firing has ceased. A silence, punctuated by occasi onal
shouts and fast nonents, has envel oped once nore the cenetery.
Doc crashes through the bush, kneels over Tex, who continues to
how in deep pain.

TEX
(freaked out)
MY ARM JESUS FUCKI NG CHRI ST!

DOC
Easy Tex easy boy!



Trying to sound cal mbut his voice is on the edge, exam nging the
mutilation wwth a pen flashlight, he whips out his norphine in a
bi g hypoderm c.

VA CE
(next position)
Doc over here! Gardner's hit.

DOC
"Ri ght there.

As he slips the norphine into Tex's arm

TEX
(nmuttering at Chris)
godam! Godamm! DUMB FUCKER, DUMB FUCKER

Chris watching, suddenly feels hinself dizzy, instinctively runs
hi s hands over the back of his neck. Feels the warm bl ood there.
A noan cones fromhis lips. Junior looks at him

JUNI OR

Oh shit, Doc he's hit too.
CHRI S

(weakl y)

['"m hit

Barnes and Big Harold cone hustling up.

Doc finishes tourniquetting Tex, cradles Chris onto the earth,
his flashlight probing the wound. Tex in background continues to
t hrash and noan.

Chris waits, tensely for the verdict, his eyes big with fear on
Doc, who takes out his norphine.

JUNI OR
(to Barnes, pointing at Chris)
That dunb fuck didn't blow his claynore!

Chris hearing this. Barnes |ooks at him

DCOC



(to Chris)
It's a scratch, nothing to worry about.

CHRI S
(suspi ci ous)
Doc ... tell me the truth, don't lie to ne.

The needle goes in. Tex lets out this strange keeni ng noan that
sets everyone's teeth on edge.

JUNI OR
(to Barnes)

He let'emwal k right up on us. He was sl eeping on
his shift.

CHRI S
(nmuttering weakly)
| was not ... it was your

DOC
(l eaving, to Harold and Junior)
Self-preservation's the first |aw of nature. GCotta
| earn how to work your shit Taylor. Watch ne, don't
| et' em go i nto shock.

Tex's noans are nmaddeni ng and scary. Barnes suddenly clanps his
hand over Tex's nouth shutting himup and fromway down deep in
his throat, chokes out the words.

BARNES
Shut up! Shut up - and TAKE IT! TAKE THE PAI N

Tex's eyes roll wldly, unconprehending. Doc and Big Harold

| ooki ng at Barnes, wondering. Tex is suddenly silent, shocked.
Bar nes stands, an icy glare, goes. Junior scranbles over to
Tex's side. Doc runs off.

Big Harold cradles Chris, his big black hands |ike a nother,
reassuring him

Bl G HARCLD
You gonna be okay Tayl or, okay, don't you start
WOr ryi ng now.

Chris |looking up at him eyes blinking slowy, dazed already by



t he norphine. He's very scared.

Bi g

CHRI S
Do you ... do you know you're gonna die ...
Harold? ... do you feel like ... like ...

everything's gonna be fine and then ...

Bl G HARCLD

Bul | shit man, you gettin outta the field,
hots a day, white sheets, dempretty white nurses

gi ve you bl owj obs too you pay em enough,

bout demwhite bitches. Better save yo strength

Tayl or.

JUNI OR
(rmuttering darkly)

man.

Thr ee

| heard tel

Don babytal k hi m man. Cocksucker fell asleep.

wal ked right up on us, he don do shit.

Bl G HARCLD
Shaddup bi tch.

They

Chris is gettin woozier, feeling he is dying but starting to
grin, not caring about it anynore. Yet he is nowhere close to

dyi ng.
CHRI S

It's not ... so bad ... dying. How long ..

EXT. TRAIL - RUNS - POSITION #1 - N GHT

It

Bar nes stands over a noaning, ripped up ENEMY SOLD ER
M 16 point blank into the head. The Sol di er bucks and di es,

gui veri ng.

EXT. TRAIL - RUNS - POSITION #2 - N GHT

ELI AS, checking out a blood trail sone distance away,

t he shot, | ooks back.
EXT. TRAIL - RUNS - POCSITION #3 - N GHT

FRANCES, MANNY, BUNNY and Kl NG are huddl ed over
eneny cor pse.

anot her

FI RES hi s

shifts on

mangl ed



BUNNY
(stripping the corpse)
That's no NVA man. That's a chink - ook at 'em the
cocksucker's six and a half feet tall. Look at his
gear - good as ours.

FRANCI S
Shit | blew ny claynore right in one dude's face and
| seen hi mwal ki ng around afterwards.

MANNY
VWhat we fighting here, vanpires?

EXT. TRAIL - RUNS - PGSITION #1 - N GHT

Elias cones up to Barnes swiftly, indicating the blood trai
| eading off into the bush.

ELI AS
Bl ood trail just keeps going and going but no body.

BARNES
How the hell did he get away?

ELI AS
Fuckers returned fire soon as we lit "emup. Hard
core fuckin' NVA. They got their shit together.

Rl NG
(com ng up to Barnes)
Sarge - Doc wants you. There's a problemwth the
new man.

Elias and Barnes go with King. Past Chris and Tex who are
anmbul atory and bandaged, being hel ped al ong. As Barnes passes,
the nen |l ook at him everybody quickly senses sonething is wong.

EXT. GARDNER S PCSI TI ON - N GHT

At one of the positions Doc is working feverishly to knock the
life back into Gardner who lies there, his shirt stripped off on
his cottage cheese belly. A huge sucking chest wound. He's
dying. You know it because he knows it. The eyes do the

tal king, nunb, terrorized yet strangely detached, accepting, not
protesting or concerned any | onger.



Most of the ambush has assenbled and is watching, Chris noving in
to see. Doc is munbling to him | ow key.

DOC
Chopper's on the way Gardner, hang in there, you
gonna be okay ...

But Gardner seens unconcerned. Things are going on in his head -
who knows what. And in his eyes there are big tears rolling.
Then a norphine smle. A sort of goofy Gardner smle, maybe

t hi nki ng about Lucy Jean, who knows. He's dead.

BARNES

(to all)
Take a good look at this lunp o' shit

(nmotions to Gardner's body)

Rmenber what it |ooks like, all of you. You fuck up
ina firefight and | guaran-goddam-tee you, a trip
out of the bush - IN A BODYBAG Qut here, assholes,
you keep your shit wred tight at ALL tines ...

(glares directly at Chris)
and that goes for you, shit for brains. You don't
SLEEP ON NO FUCKI N AMBUSH. Next sonofabitch | catch
coppin' z's in the bush I'm personally gonna take an
interest in seeing himsuffer - | SHT YOU NOT ...

He thunps Chris lightly but nenacingly in his chestbone and noves
on.

CHRI S
(drowsy)
| didn't fall asleep, Sergeant, Junior

BUNNY
(pi ssed, cuts in, shoves himhard)
Shut your face chicken shit! You in big trouble boy!

O NEI LL
Excuses are |i ke assholes, Taylor - everybody got
one.

ELI AS

Knock it off! W got two nen need attention here.
Police up your extra ammo and frags, don't | eave



nothing for the dinks. Hoyt, Junior, carry Gardner.

JUNI OR
(nmuttering)
Let de white boy carry his ass, he this dude that got
hi m fucked up. Who'd be hauling his ass if that was
a brother laying there?

Elias foll ows Barnes out of earshot of the others.

ELI AS
Man'd be alive if he'd had a few nore days to | earn
sonet hi ng.

Barnes, registering it, just keeps on wal ki ng.
EXT. BASE CAMP - DAY (WEEK LATER)

Chris is driven up in a jeep to his Conpany PC - marked 'Bravo
PC on a Cration box. It's mdday on a hot |azy afternoon, few
people out in the 102 degree sun.

Chris' Conpany is on the outskirts of the base canp, their
barracks regul ati on wood, canvas, and fine nesh screening, red
dust everywhere, bunkers down on the perineter, reans of barbed
wi re and concertina, a sand-bagged MESS HALL and CHAPEL, 81 nm
nortar pits, observation towers, recoiless rifles, 50-caliber
machi ne guns.

Chris gets out of the jeep, stiff-necked, a bandage around it,
still in sonme pain. The first man he intersects is KING
carrying crates of beer.

Kl NG
Hey Taylor, what's in the breeze?

In King's mld tone Chris tries to read his standing in the
pl at oon.

CHRI S
Ckay - got light duty, three days.

Kl NG
Shit, too bad we in base canp anyway.



CHRI S
What you got there - beers?

Kl NG
Yeah, just stole nme sone fromthe Top's supply but
he's stealing it fromus anyway.
(sees sonebody com ng)
Chucks are com ng. You better '"didi' man.

Too late. Sgt. O NEILL, the redhead |ifer acconpani ed by Spec 4
SANDERSON, a bi g handsonme bl ond kid, not too bright in the face,
both slightly drunk, cone around a corner, beer cans in hand.

O Neill sees Chris imedi ately.

O NEI LL
Hey Tayl or - you back?

CHRI S
( pause)
Uh, |looks like it?

SANDERSON
(spotting King' s beer)
Where' d you get that beer King?

Kl NG
(a funny | ook)
| found it

SANDERSON
You found it? ... Bullshit! You going on report.
G mee that shit.

O NEI LL
Aw i ght, cone here both of you. You too Tayl or
(wags his finger)
Got a little special job for you.

They advance toward himreluctantly.

CHRI S
| got light duty, Sarge. Doctor said to take it easy
coupl e days.

O NEI LL



(1 aughes)
ain't that tough shit now.

EXT. THE OUTHOUSE - DAY

A wooden cabin with sone hal f-dozen seats built over
cut fromenpty oil drums. A guy is in there, pulling
pant s.

Chris, King and Crawford, a California blond with a h

hal f barrels
up his

andsomne

honeyed | ook, are sweeating heavily as they roll the barrels out
fromunder the outhouse, the snell of human waste strong. A hot
m dday enptiness, nobody around except the flies.
Kl NG
(pi ssed)
.. Mot herfuckah, notherfuckah, I'mtoo short to be
dealing with this shit! They keep fucking with us
man, no letup ..
CRAWFORD
(equal Iy pissed)
Politics man, fuckin' politics. That O Neill nman got

his nose so far up Top's ass he gotta be Pi noc

Kl NG
Forty-two days man and a wakeup and |I'm a gone
not her fucker. Back to de WORLD.
(dreaming in his eyes)

CRAWFORD
Broke a 100. Got 92 to go. April 17. DERGCS
California this sunmer. WAves are good they t
surfin's gonna be good ...

Kl NG
March man in Tennessee, sniff the pines ... sn
t hat crossnounted pussy wal kin' down by the ri

What you got Tayl or?
(a snicker)
Let's see three hundred and VWHAT?

CHRI S
32. 332 days.

chio. ..

man.
ell me,

i ff
ver.



CRAWFORD
(groans)
Ch man!  Sorry bout that. | can't even renenber when
| was 332. You gotta count backwards |i ke you got 40
days in - think positive.

Kl NG
(to Chris)
How t he fuck you get over here man, you | ook |ike you
educated ...

CHRI S
| vol unt eer ed.

Kl NG
You WHAT? Say ' gai n.

CHRI S
Yeah, | dropped out of college and told "em| wanted
infantry, conbat, and Nam. ..

He grins, finding their reactions funny. |It's also the first
time we've seen Chris crack a smle.

CRAWFORD
You volunteered for this shit man?

Kl NG
You a crazy fucker, givin' up college man.

King has |long sleepy eyelids and cat's eyes, a |large pink tongue
and big white-edged cotton picker's nails - a lazy, gentle
nature, content with the world.

CHRI S
Didn't make much sense. Wasn't learning anything ...
(hesitates)
And why should just the poor kids go to the war - and
the college kids get away with it.

King and Crawford share a smle.

Kl NG
What we got here a crusader?



CRAWFORD
Sounds like it.

They pause, w pe the sweat off. King lighting up a hal f-snoked
joint, hitting a few puffs, eyes shooting around, neking sure
he's not spotted, passing it to Crawford.

Kl NG
Sheeit, gotta be rich in the first place to think
| i ke dat. Everybody know t he poor always being
fucked by the rich. Al ways have, always wll.

Noticing Chris is having trouble with his neck, picking at his
bandage.

KI NG ( CONT' D)
You okay man? Neck botherin' you?

CHRI S
Nah ...

Kl NG
Here have sone of this. Wn't feel a thing.

Chris looking at the joint, a little apprehensive. He's never
snoked.

CHRI S
No, thanks ...

Kl NG
Go on, whatcha gotta | ose, yo' here now ...

CRAWFORD
Kills the snell of shit anyway.

The joint proferred. Chris waits a beat, shrugs, takes it,
snokes.

Kl NG
Suck it in. Holdit ... That's it. Now |l et 1t out.

Chris blows it out.

CHRI S
Don't feel it.



King and Crawford chuckle, go on rolling the cans.

Kl NG
Dat's what they all say.

CUT TGO
EXT. OQUTHOUSE - LATER - DAY

King, Crawford and Chris pour kerosene over the cans at a secure
di stance fromthe outhouse.

King lights it. The cans pop and start crackling. A line of
burning barrels. Rings of dirty black snoke rise against a soft
bl ue sky.

They watch, stoned. Chris turns to both of them

CHRI S
you know that night we got hit ... |
(ashaned)

Kl NG
Fuck it, don't nean nothing, no such thing here as a
coward, done your best man, next tine y' do better.

CRAWFORD
Hi story, man, history.

Chris surprised at their attitude. The joint suddenly hits him
a look in his face, eyes |ooking around different. Over at King.

CHRI S
(deadpans)
| think I"'mstarting to feel that stuff

Crawf ord | aughes.

Kl NG
(1 aughes)
Yo getting there Taylor. You be cool now and I"'|
i ntroduce you 'round to sone of the 'heads'.

CHRI S
What are the heads?



Kl NG
(1 aughes, wal ks away with Crawf ord)
Lat er

Chris alone, breathes deep, feeling the full effect.
EXT. BASE CAMP - NI GHT

A relief against the |Iong harsh, hot day. W see lights on all
over the canp, sounds of nusic, |aughter fromthe barracks.

| NT. UNDERWORLD HUTCH - NI GHT

King |l eads Chris down to a specially constructed cellar-1ike

hut ch dug deep into the ground on an isol ated edge of the
battalion perineter. Ammp casing and canvas are piled over it,
and sandbags surround it. Fromthe outside very little sound can
be heard as they go down through a trap door nmade of ammp crates.
Past a | ookout (Adanms) pulling security, hitting a joint but
alert. King notions to him it's cool.

Inside is another world. Chris |ooking around amazed. It's |ike
a private cabaret for the 'heads' who are there cooling out.
Boxes of food fromthe States, beers, whiskey bottles, crates
functioning as tables, hamocks hangi ng from poles, electric
fans, tape decks, paraphenali a.

The boys are all dressed up in their Saturday night rags. The
cl othes are clean, the headbands, the nedallions are out,
anything distinctive and individualistic. On the tapedeck,
Jefferson Airplane's 'Go Ask Alice'.

To Chris it is a newwrld. And RHAH, the resident head, sitting
there in all his finery puffing a huge burning red bow in a
three foot | ong Montagnard pi pe, seens to be the |ord of final
judgenent in this snoky underworl d.

Across his naked chest, birds and snakes are tatooed. Around his
neck a black skull and white ivory cross side by side. On his
knuckl es 'Love' and 'Hate' are tattooed. In his eyes, a dancing
Satanic fire. A poor rural Southern white, in his grizzled late
20's, he could be a Biker King. Gving Chris the once-over.

RHAH



What cha doing in the underworld Tayl or?

Kl NG
(smling)
This ain't Taylor. Taylor been shot. This man Chris
been resurrected ...

Chris wondering what he's doing here. H's eyes roving over
LERNER, CRAWFORD, MANNY, FLASH, FRANCI S, HOYT, TUBBS, DOC, ot her
fromthe Platoon, about 9 or 10 of them

Rhah eyes hi m back, hands himthe bow .

RHAH

You | ane Tayl or?
CHRI S

What ?
RHAH

You | ane or sonet hi ng?
Kl NG

(smling)

go ahead on, snoke it man.

Chris understands, takes the bowl. Hesitates. Then snokes it.
The contact funes are al nost enough to knock himout. He starts
coughing. They're all |aughing.

RHAH
Your shit's in the wind troop. Baaaaah!

Lerner replies, his tongue hangi ng out in parody.

LERNER
And Baaaaaaa! back on you.
RHAH
(1l ooking at Lerner with distaste)
| f you're gonna do it man, 'least do it right.

Building up to it, his eyes shaking wth conviction at the whole
I nsanity of the world, he neighs with all the venom he can
nust er .



RHAH ( CONT' D)
Baaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!!!

They all laugh and applaud. King snoking fromthe pipe passing
it back to Chris who takes another hit, doesn't cough this tine,
| ooki ng around, wonderi ng about these guys.

LERNER
| didn't like it.
RHAH
Bah, you're a child, Lerner. Rhah don't waste tine

on you.

They go on ad-libbing with each other, teasing Doc, who's fairly
strai ght, saying he wants to go to ned school in the fall. 'Be
what ?' ' A gynecol ogi st, man.''Wat dat?' Francis suggests, 'Dats a
pussy doctor, man - he's gonna be Doctor Feel good, man!' They're
all cracking up, finding every joke funny. As Chris finishes his
hit on the pipe, |ooks up across the snoke, already dazed,

surprised to see ELIAS suddenly there - leaning out of his sling
in a far corner of the hooch. A Monkey is draped around his neck
wth silver bracelets, rings, a necklace - like a sensual little

Egyptian whore, Elias playing wwth it, spaced out in a sleeveless
vest, tiger pants. Dancing eyes on Chris, he swings out the
hammock, cones over with the nonkey.

Meanwhi | e Manny has broken into a high falsetto snatch of bl ues
directed at Chris, joined by Big Harold and Francis, all of them
clicking their hands.

MANNY & Bl G HAROLD & DQOC
Qooh Chris, you look |ike you is high oh yeah, he
| ooks |i ke he is high OGoooh Chris, you know you gonna
be that way all night oh yeah I think that you are
Yeah! up now and up to par oh yeah.

Elias pulls out a Rem ngton 870 shotgun, jacks it to the rear,
points it at Chris.

ELI AS
Put your nouth on that.

Chris does so slowy, a little worried. Elias takes a hit and



blows it down the bore - 'shotgunning' it into Chris' |ungs.
Chris staggers back, coughing. Everybody |aughes 'hey dude - you
done had your ass bl own away' etc ...

Elias smles his big white-tooth smle.

ELI AS ( CONT' D)
First tinme?

CHRI S
Yeabh.

ELI AS
Then the worm has definately turned for you nman.

Chris puzzled by this expression.

ELI AS ( CONT' D)
(smles)
Feel good?

CHRI S
(a sense of euphoria now)
Yeah. No pain in nmy neck now Feels good.

ELI AS
Feel in' good' s good enough.

As he sucks in a huge mass of snoke off the bowl. Hi s eyes
performng a funny little hop, skip and junp, as he holds it, his
face turning red.

The nonkey jabbers and junps around on his neck, worried. Elias
then blows the snoke out in its face, the nonkey hating it.

The G oup | aughes.

ELI AS ( CONT' D)
Hey Crutcher. | hear you got a Dear John from your
gal. Told you she wasn't getting 'nuff from you.

Ler ner | ooks up, stoned out of his mnd, wearing a ring in his
ear.

LERNER
Shit. Sold nme out for sone | ame dude with a 4-F.



ELI AS
What' d you say her nane was agai n?

LERNER
(recalling her imge)
Dai sy Mae.

Bl G HAROLD

Hey | ook at Charl otte!

The nonkey is sitting quietly stoned, its eyes Dblinking.
Laught er off.

ELI AS
Dai sy Mae! \Wat Dai sy Mae | ook |ike Crutcher?

MANNY
She | ook huge and got freckles on her ass.

LERNER
She | ook beauti ful .

FRANCI S
How nuch she wei gh man?

Bl G HAROLD
She braid her hair under her arnmpits, Crutcher.

FRANCI S
(sarcastic)
Dai sy Mae what ?

Kl NG
Dai sy Mae Hi ghway, that's what.
(1 aughi ng)
Wel| whatcha want, Lerner, your dick been linp for a
year, 'cept when you're bopping your buddy Tony up
t here.

LERNER
Fuck that.

ELI AS
| fucked this chick in Hawaii man. Coupl e weeks ago



OCooooh!  Ww -
| ooked |i ke Gracie nman, |
(renmenberi ng)

The | ook on his face ensnares all

out asi ght .

G acie Slick man, she

shit you not.

of them except perhaps Rhah.

MANNY
What happened man. Wat whor ehouse you go to?
ELI AS
No whorehouse man. On the beach.
FRANCI S
Sure.
ELI AS
Yeah, sure. She wal ked right by ne. Long bl ack
hair, tits swnging. Ass like French bread. Legs

don't end right.

LERNER
(skeptical)
You can plant that shit
won't cone up in Texas.

CRAWFORD

So what she got, hair
ELI AS

| just stopped nman.

right |

bathing suit |ooks like a

Bl G HARCLD
| know dat feeling ...

ELI AS
So I'mthinking to nyself
this, you gonna regret thi
life. So | go after her,
You know find out if she i
They're all hooked into this now

KI NG

i n Tennessee nan,

got a hardon sticking through ny pants,

but it

on her tits.

My heart's beating |ike a hardon

my
hutch ...

- Elias you wal k away from
s the rest of your natural
foll ow her down the beach.
s what she is.



And?

ELI AS

Wel| she was picking up her kids.
MANNY

Dat's dat.
ELI AS

No, dat ain't dat.

FRANCI S
Get outta here, she narried ..

ELI AS
Li ke two hogs in heat. Boy.

Their throats knotting ..
CHRI S
(joining in)
But what'd she do?
ELI AS

VWhat didn't she do. She fucked the living shit outta
me, that's what she did!

CRAWFORD

(sucking in air)

Jesus!
ELI AS

Coul dn't get enuff
CHRI S

But what'd she actually do?
ELI AS

She was a crossbreed, Chi nese and Poli sh.
Bl G HAROLD

What dat ?
RHAH

(finally hooked in)
And living in Hawaii man?



ELI AS
Yeah - and has bl onde hair and al nond- shaped eyes.

FRANCI S
Hey man didn't you say she had black hair?

ELI AS
She had bl onde hair man. And long tan legs, in those
| eat her sandal s you know, with those thongs up to her
knees, this nusky oil onit ... nmm snelled good
when they were w apped around ny face ...

They groan, dream ng of Hawaii .

DOC
Yeah!
CHRI S
God!
Bl G HAROLD

Pl ease, sonebody hold ny dick!

ELI AS
(in afterthought)
and a broken nose.

DOC
Br oken man?

ELI AS
Yeah, otherw se she woul d' ve been too perfect, y'know
what | nean ... sone wonman. Her nane was ...

He forgets it. A grass blackout. Lerner urging himon.

LERNER
Susan?

MANNY
Tanmar a?

CHRI S

El i zabet h?



El i as shaking his head, trying to renenber.

KI NG
Mer| e?
RHAH
Merl e? Jesus! ... Patty?
Bl G HAROLD
| nga?
CHRI S
Jenni fer?
HOYT
Conni e?

El i as snapping his fingers.

ELI AS
Dawn! That was it!

CHRI S
(repeating it)

Dawn . ..
King [istening to the sound of it.

Kl NG
Dawn?

The ot hers noddi ng, nusing over it.

Bl G HAROLD
Yeah, Dawn ...

I NT. THE BARRACKS - N GHT

In conparison to the darkness of the hooch, a highly lit

at nosphere, attracting bugs ... dusty gear |ying around a

di sordered hooch, |oud and finger-snappi ng COUNTRY WESTERN MJUSI C
playing froma tape deck, a well-known tune, circa 1967.

BUNNY, the 18 year-old angel face, totters drunk with a Colt-45
beer in hand, over to JUNIOR, the badass black kid with the zits,



who just lies there on his cot sweating, doing nothing.

BUNNY
(listening to the nusic)
Listen to that shit, that's good shit!

JUNI OR
(irritated as al ways)
Fuck that redneck noise, dude. Al dem chicks be
rappin' how dey losin' der' ho's and how dey ain't
got no bread for beer. Fuck dat honky shit. Got to
get ne sone notown jans, dig it?

BUNNY
(doesn't understand a word of it)
Whaddaya tal king shit for man. Hey Junior! Y ever
snoke any shit?

JUNI OR
Das right dude. You be tryin' to string de black nman
out on dat shit and keep himDOM. Tine's be com ng,
ny man, when de bl ack man's gonna throw off that
yoke.

BUNNY

(lonely in his way for conpany)
Say | can dig it. Snoke that shit everything kinda
gets weird y' know?

(hi ccups, sits)
Y' hear that story the gooks is putting chemcals in
the grass so's we becone 'pacifists' so's we don
fight

(to no one in particular)
Where the hell's everybody, they' se gettin high
that's what - bunch of hopheads, they think they
speci al

JUNI OR
(turns away, bored)
Don you worry Bunny, youse a killer anyway.

BUNNY
Yeah but | still like a piece of pussy once in a
while - ain't nothing |like a piece of pussy cept



maybe the I ndie 500.

JUNI OR
Youse so fucked up man.

BUNNY
Y' ever | ook at yoself in the mrror Junior, youse
uglier than a dick on a dog nan.

(1 aughi ng)
JUNI OR
Yeah, you had a piece of pussy on a plate in front of
you, you'd probably kill it.
BUNNY
Shit, | bet | been laid nore'n you have.
JUNI OR

Sure, you probably stick it in tween her knees and
t hi nk youse there.

BUNNY
Yeah?

JUNI OR
Only way you'd get sone pussy is your bitch dies and
wills it to you - and then nmaybe.

Lt. WOLFE wanders down the aisle, beer in hand, slightly |onely,
bypassi ng FU SHENG the Hawaiin and TONY, a nustached hairy-
browed Italian kid from Boston, who are playing sone kind of dice
gane. They hardly acknow edge the Lieutenant who stops by

RODRI GUEZ, the Mexican-Anerican kid who is on his cot in his
neatly arranged area witing a letter hone wwth a pencil, formng
his words with his nouth, as always m nding his own business.
Rel i gi ous objects conprise his few decorations.

LI EUTENANT WOLFE
(am abl e)
How you doi ng Rodri guez?

RODRI GUEZ
Good sir.

WOLFE



Need anyt hi ng?

RODRI GUEZ
No sir.

Wl fe winks at him continues on to the POKER GAME going on in
the center of the barracks, the main action. BARNES,

Sgts. O NEI LL and WARREN, the quiet sullen black, SANDERSON and
SAL play as ACE, the tiny radio kid, and MOREHOUSE | ook on; all
of them drinking beer and bourbon chasers froma bottle.

WOLFE
(to ONeill)
How s it going Red?
(using his nicknane)

O NEI LL
Shit, cocksucker's got all the cards tonight.

WOLFE
(to Barnes)
Looks |i ke you're doing all right Sergeant.

Barnes, raking in the chips, is the big winner, a |ight bead of
sweat on his forehead and a sonewhat gl assy | ook to the eye the
only indication he is drunk - his shirt peeled off revealing a
muscul ar, scarred body.

BARNES
Yeah, and | ain't even cheating yet.

SANDERSON
(the big blond kid)
Have sonme Kentucky w ndage Li eutenant.
(passes himthe bottle of bourbon)

Wl fe takes a nip.

BARNES
Pl ay Lieutenant?

WOLFE
Nah, | wouldn't want to get raped by you guys ...

O NEI LL



What are you saving up to be Lieutenant - Jew sh?

Laughes. Wl fe forces a smle, glad to nove on. There is a
continual worried rodent air about him an anxiety, a desire to
fill the vacuumin his |eadership with a false masculinity.

WOLFE
Catch you nen later. Enjoy yourselves.

As he goes, O Neill shakes his head after him

O NEI LL
Sorry ass notherfucker ain't he. You think he gonna
make it Barnes?

Barnes plays a card, glances, a mnute novenent of his head.

O NEI LL ( CONT' D)
Yeah that's what | figger. Sone dudes you jes' | ook
in their faces and you KNONthey just ain't gonna
make it.

Barnes | ooks - with sonme irony - at ONeill. The Country Western
tune has reached a crescendo whi ne which now m xes into:

| NT. UNDERWORLD HUTCH - NI GHT

Francis, the baby-faced bl ack, and Manny, green shades covering
his skinny face, lead with a high blues fal setto.

FRANCI S AND MANNY
('si ngi ng)
‘People say I'mthe |[ife of the party cause | tell a
j oke or two Although | may be | aughing | oud and
hardy Deep inside |I'mblue ..

The Hutch | ooks now |li ke a Turkish bath with mnimumvisibility,
t he snoke funes dense. They are all up dancing on their feet -

Ki ng, Tubbs, Big Harold, Hoyt, Lerner, Crawford, Flash, Doc,
Elias - a few light gestures with their hands above shoul der

| evel , passing around the grass pipes while they shuffle, fingers
clicking. The song - Snokey Robinson's "Tracks of My Tears" -
acconpani es them from a vi ntage tapedeck.

ALL



‘... Since you've left ne, if you' ve seen ne with
another girl seemng like |I'mhaving fun although she
may be cute she's just a substitute because you're

t he permanent one ...'

King and Big Harold wave Chris into the Crcle and he starts
swaying with them feeling as if he's being accepted into a new
famly.

Rhah watches it all, puffing away on his magi c dragon pipe, the
shadows danci ng on the walls.

It |ooks |like a Saturday ni ght dance party. A yearning for
tenderness, for femnity, for a nonent of peace in this nightmare
life. Their eyes closed, thinking of dance partners that can't
be here tonight. Singing their souls out.

ALL (CONT' D)
‘... So take a good look at ny face. You'll see the
smle | ooks out of place. Look a little bit closer.
It's easy to trace. The tracks of ny tears...'

EXT. JUNGLE - NVA BUNKER COVPLEX - DAY

An overwhel m ng 103 degree heat. Chris is once nore on point, a
little better now but obviously struggling with a thick
unyi el di ng banboo thicket that forces himforward in a caveman
crouch. Napalmjelly is hanging fromthe trees in great canopies
of spider webs, obliterating the sky.

CHRIS (V.Q)
New Year's Day, 1968. Just another day. Staying
alive. There's been a | ot of nobvenent neat the
Canbodi an border, regiments of NVA noving across. A
lot of little firefights, anbushes, we drop a | ot of
bonbs, then we wal k through the napal mlike ghosts in
a | andscape ...

Chris working his way over tw sted, broken stunps, branches. On
the back of his flak jacket he's witten, 'If | die bury ne
upsi de down so the whole world can kiss ny ass'.

BARNES
Pssst !



The signal for silence. Chris freezes. Barnes edging up to him

BARNES ( CONT' D)

(whi spers)
Bunker
CHRI S
Wher e?

Doesn't see it. Follow ng Barnes' inperceptible novenent of his
head.

The bunker, dug into the ground and canouflaged with brush, is
staring right at him not nore than 20 feet away. Chris is a
dead man if

Bar nes, checking the terrain, signals radi oman Hoyt.

Bar nes edging up to the bunker, eyes everywhere. Chris
following. The tension builds. They cone up to the edge of it,
peer in. Nothing.

Barnes wal ks around it, slips in fromback. Chris covers him
ot her guys comi ng up now, making a snall perineter.

Chris now starts to see things he didn't see. Right in front of
his nose - there is a trench fromthis bunker to another and
another. There is nowin his view a conplex of bunkers and

t hat ched hootches and lean-tos all blending into the forest. A
ghost city ...

El i as and ot hers fanning out now, careful ... whispered
conversations in the w nd.

Chris noves past a rope with freshly washed | aundry stretching
between two trees, clothes stirring in the wind. He |ooks up as
King points out a treehouse, then | ooks down as Lerner whispers
sonet hi ng and points - NVA rucksacks are laid out on the ground
In an orderly platoon-sized pattern.

CUT TO
I NT. NVA BUNKER - TUNNEL POsSI TI ON - DAY

El i as goes down into a dangerous-| ooking TUNNEL, on a rope with a



.45. Barnes watching him W sense Elias |oves the danger,
sm |ing.

EXT. NVA BUNKER - COVPLEX - MAIN PCSI TI ON - DAY
Lt. Wolfe signals Manny and Chris out onto the two fl anks.
I NT. NVA TREEHOUSE - DAY

Rhah and King explore a treehouse. Rice stores. Rhah, an
experi enced sol dier, seens tense, noves cautiously, expecting
booby traps.

EXT. NVA BUNKER - WARREN S PGSI TI ON - DAY

Sgt. Warren cautiously explores another bunker, probing a little
tunnel in the bottomof it with a stick. Bunny, having a snal
frame, goes down into it, fearless.

EXT. NVA BUNKER - MANNY'S POSI TI ON - DAY

Manny, the skinny black boy with the col oured beads, is out on
flank - alone, snoking a cigarette, hunmm ng.

EXT. NVA BUNKER - CHRI S' POSI TI ON - DAY

On the other flank, Chris, also alone, waits, listening to the
sounds of the jungle. He too is snoking a cigarette. The
eeriness is everywhere. Rays of norning |ight peeking through
the cathedral dome of the jungle. Bird calls.

I NT. NVA TUNNEL - DAY

Elias clinbs deeper and deeper into the hole, a rope attached to
his wai st |eading out to the surface, his flashlight now com ng
around on a shaftway demarcating a TUNNEL that seens to stretch
for at | east 100 yards. The light revealing cobwebs all al ong
it, but tall enough for a small man.

EXT. CHRIS PCSI TION - DAY

It's quiet, weird. Chris takes his pants down, squats. He
t hi nks he hears sonething, tenses.

There is a soft rustling sound now. And as he focuses on it he
realizes it is comng fromvery close to him Sonething |ight



and si nuous novi ng over the | eaves. He |ooks down.

A bright yell ow and orange-ringed krait viper is crawing right
between his two legs. It stops, senses another life standing
over it.

Chris frozen with dread.

The snake crawls on, pulling its long, |long 15 foot body behind
it.

On Chris, eyes dilated, slowy regaining his breath | ooking
around everywhere now.

I NT. NVA TUNNEL - DAY

El i as noving down the tunnel, fearless. W expect sonething any
nonent to cone out and nail himbut nothing does. He stops. H's
flashlight revealing a kitchen and an NVA hospital set up. A
hamock swings as if sonmeone just deserted it. |n another
hamock is a dead man. Elias advances cauti ously.

EXT. NVA BUNKER - COVPLEX - SANDERSON PCSI TI ON - DAY

Spec 4 Sanderson, the big handsone blond kid, is noving through
an abandoned bunker. Wth himis Sal, a tough street kid wth an
I ntense face, all whiskered. Sanderson noticing now a netal box
of 50-caliber ammo, U. S. marking, half-buried in the ground.

SANDERSON
Hey | ook at that.

He opens the case. Oficial-looking docunents are inside, they
gl ance through them |ighting cigarettes, the search over,
successful, they rel ax.

SAL

(a worried type)

Leave it wllya - it's gook shit.
SANDERSON

Nah this stuff's inportant.

He puts the docunents back in the ammp case, lifts it. It's the
| ast thing he ever does.



EXT. NVA BUNKER - SANDERSON POSI TI ON - DAY

The ensui ng expl osi on shakes the ground, obliterating both boys,
brances, snoke and dust flying out.

EXT. NVA BUNKER - CHRI'S PCSI TI ON - DAY
Qut on flank, Chris hits the ground, hugs it.
EXT. NVA BUNKER - COWPLEX - SANDERSON POSTI ON - DAY

Barnes runs up. Black snoke sweeping through the trees. Sal
suddenl y appears, stepping out of the snoke, stunned. The front
of his body is soaked in blood froma thousand shrapnel hol es,
his cl othes shredded, he stares at Barnes, dazed. Both his arns
are gone and blood is geysering out |like a water fountain. He
crunbl es - dead or dying.

BARNES
Cor psnman!

He runs over to Sal, gets a hold of his face in a vicelike grip,
enraged, tries to yell sone sense into him

BARNES ( CONT' D)
(directly to Sal)
Goddam t! Are you fucking kids ever gonna | earn!
Don't you understand how easy it is to diel

The Doc running up - one look tells us all we need to know.

DOC
Hol y Jesus!

EXT. NVA BUNKER COVPLEX - MAIN POSI TI ON - DAY

Lt. Wl fe, shaken, is on the radio with Cpt. Harris, words
garbled through the air, trying to describe a primal horror.

EXT. NVA BUNKER COVWPLEX - SANDERSON POSI TI ON - DAY

Bar nes novi ng through the weckage - sees severed |inbs sticking
I n a sandbag.

EXT. NVA BUNKER COVPLEX - MAIN POSI TI ON - DAY



Rhah crouches over a piece of leg tied into a hipbone and a rib.
EXT. NVA BUNKER COVPLEX - DAY

Elias com ng out of the tunnel, filthied.

EXT. NVA BUNKER - MAIN POSI TI ON - DAY

El i as com ng abreast of Wl fe.

ELI AS
Tell Six we need engineers here, this pos. is
crawling with traps.

WOLFE
They're on their way ...
(consulting his map)
There's a gook village half a klik downriver,
Battalion wants us to nove in and search it ASAP
sonething's going on ... where's Barnes?

I NT. NVA BUNKER - SANDERSON POSI TI ON - DAY

Barnes is still there in the wecked bunker, squatting there
staring as if his mnd has disconnected for a nonent. He reaches
up, touches his scars. The ook on his face suggests he is
deeply wonged by this tragedy, that he is taking it very
personal | y.

EXT. NVA BUNKER - MAIN POSI TI ON - DAY
Chris watches himfrom outsi de the bunker, awed.

Barnes notices Chris watching him takes a breath, stands.

BARNES
You gonna sit there and play with yourself Taylor or
you gonna be part of ny war ... Awight, saddle up,

let's go - Tubbs you got point.
The nmen noving into jungle formation, silently.

Chris wal king over into line, stops for a nonent - noticing a
freshly-severed eyeball partially buried in dirt, staring up at
him He turns away, sickened.



EXT. NVA BUNKER COVPLEX - MAIN POSI TI ON - DAY

O NEI LL
Where's Manny?

WARREN
Manny! ... Hey Buchanan.

There is no answer. The nen in the platoon start to | ook at each
ot her, sensing nore trouble.

El i as heads into the bush after him Barnes watches hi m go.
Francis, his friend, and Tubbs and King foll ow.

FRANCI S
Hey man whatcha doing ... where you at? Get your
bl ack ass back in here!

EXT. NVA BUNKER COVPLEX - MANNY' S POSI TI ON - DAY

Qut on the flank position, where he once stood, Elias wal ks out,
| ooks. The jungle is silent once again. Francis, Tubbs, King
follow The others - Barnes, Lt.Wlfe, Warren, Chris, Rhah ...

FRANCI S AND OTHERS
(whi spering | oudly)
Manny? ... Manny?

Their voices trailing off. Bird cries cone back.
El i as conbing the ground for clues ... nothing.

Chris looking on, can't believe it, none of themcan, a
collective chill running through the pl atoon.

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

The Pl at oon noving downsl ope in the Jungle, their faces grim
quiet, deadly. King is on point.

CHRIS (V.Q)
W had to get to the village before dark so we |eft
Elias with sone nen to keep |l ooking and to wait for
the engineers ... But it was King who found him...



about 1000 yards downriver, not far fromthe village
- It was the end of the nystery.

A novi ng shot approaching Manny. He's trussed with rope, arns
behi nd his back. Throat cut, eyes startled open, nouth shaped in
a screamof terror.

Barnes, the other nmen looking ... Chris. Barnes says it for
everyone, 'The not herfuckers ...

EXT. VILLAGE - TRAIL - DAY

They cone up out of the jungle onto the side of a CART TRAIL,
where a tiny village overlooks the river. The VILLAGE is poor, a
series of thatched hutches nmade of C-ration cardboard and

al um num beer can sidings, faint whiffs of snoke com ng from cook
fires. Pigs and dogs wander about.

An OLD VI LLAGER wat ches them pass fromhis tillable plot, snoking
a cigarette, one |l eg wapped around his hoe, resting, no
expr essi on.

CHRIS (V.Q)
the village, which had stood for maybe a thousand
years, didn't know we were com ng that day. |If they
had they woul d have run ... Barnes was at the eye of

our rage - and through him our Captain Ahab - we
woul d set things right again. That day we | oved him

A pig loiters along the trail, rooting.
Bunny comng up on it with a smile.

BUNNY
Hey pig, pig - cone here, pig, pig.

The pig grunts. Bunny |leveling his shotgun, fires point bl ank.
A horri bl e squeal.

Chris, directly behind him | ooks disgusted.
EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

Tony suddenly points, excited, calls to Barnes.



TONY
There goes one!

Their POV - a young VILLAGER fl eei ng down the sl ope.

Bar nes doesn't hesitate, nails himwth a short volley of well-
pl aced shots.

BARNES
(to Tony)
Check hi m out.

He turns back into the vill age.
EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

Troops fanning out over the village, sone TWO DOZEN VI LLAGERS
scattering to collect their children, dogs barking.

SGIS. O NEl L AND WARREN
Get em out! Get em out!

EXT. VI LLAGE TUNNEL - DAY

In another part of the village, Barnes hovers over a hol e |eading
i nto sone kind of tunnel.

BARNES
Get out of there you fuckheads nove! Move!

Fires a warning shot. Three VILLAGERS clinbing out of the spider
hol e, arns rai sed, but not show ng any enotion. Barnes turning
to his radi oman Hoyt and Bi g Harol d acconpanyi ng.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
(to Harol d)
Put'emin the pig pen.
(to Hoyt)
There's nore down there. G me your WIlly Pete.

Hoyt, with reluctance in his eyes, hands over a specially shaped
gr enade.

Bar nes stands over the hole, the grenade in hand.



The three VILLAGERS who just cane out of the hole, yell fromthe
di stance, to others still in the tunnel, pleading with themto
cone out.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
FIRE I N THE HOLE!

Barnes throws the phosphorus in. A nuted EXPLOSI ON. Then
sizzling acidic funmes. Frying sounds. A hideous screamfrom
sonmewhere deep in the hole.

Hoyt, watching, is sickened. Barnes businesslike.
The Villagers, in grief, how and tear at their faces.

FU SHENG
(hustling up to Barnes)
Sarge, we found sone shit!

Barnes going with him
EXT. VILLAGE - QUTSIDE HUTCH - DAY
The sun is sittin there hot and high in the sky.

Chris, strangling in heat, a denented | ook on his face, staggers
into a hutch wth Francis.

I NT. HUTCH - VI LLACE - DAY

Thr eadbare, poor, a typical Buddhist shrine in the corner, notes
of light crisscross through the poor matting and c-ration sides.

Chris edges over, pries up a floorboard, flips it over, scared.
There's a tunnel inside. A |long dark dangerous hol e.

CHRI S
La Dai! La Dai! GET THE FUCK OUTTA THERE!

FRANCI S
Hey take it easy man. They're scared.

CHRI S
They' re scared? What about ne! |'msick of this
shit man, I"msick of this shit! They don't want us



here! Who do you think they're fighting for! CET
QUTTA THERE!

Francis doesn't recognize himin his rage. Bunny now com ng in,
followed by O Neill, drawn by the shouting.

EXT. VILLAGE - WEAPONS CACHE - DAY

Bar nes stares down at a WEAPONS CACHE buri ed cl everly underneath
the ruce urns. Ace, Fu Sheng, Sgt.Warren, Lt.Wlfe, others, are
digging it out. It's in white plastic wappings - a |load of AK-
47's, rockets, grenades, claynores, carbines, flares, NVA

uni fornms. A real find.

SGTI. WARREN
(to Barnes)
and over here there's enough rice to feed a whol e
fuckin' regi nment

Bar nes wal ki ng with himover to an undercover rice silo being dug
out by Tubbs and Junior. Barnes |ooks it over.

BARNES
(to Warren)
bring the honcho over here.
(to Tubb and Juni or)
Burn it.

I NT. HUTCH - WVILLACE - DAY

An O d Wrman and her Son, a young man with one leg, throw up
their hands, clinbing out of the hole wth stupid confused | ooks
as Chris, shaking with his own sort of confusion and rage, cuffs
them hustling themout. The Young Man uses a pair of crutches
for his blown-off |inb, hobbling Iike a mangy three-|egged dog.

BUNNY
Hey |l ook at this! Ma and Pa Kettle here. Look at
them - greasy gook not herfuckers!

CHRI S
Get up out of there! ... You see | didn't wanna hurt
you. Wiy didn't you cone out, when | said so hunh!
VWay? WHY! VWHY? DON' T YQU LI STEN ... VWHAT ARE YQU

SM LI NG AT HUNH FUCKI NG ASSHOLES!



The coupl e, hands raised, nmuttering things in Vietnanese, don't
understand a word, shaking their heads stupidly and smling that
| npassive Oriental smle which sends Chris into a rage only he
can under st and.

Hi s finger closes on the trigger of his 16.

Francis, the baby-faced bl ack, | ooks nervously, sensing the
danger ... Bunny anused, drawn in by Chris. O Neill watches
passively fromthe lip of the hutch.

The Young Man continues to grin, not seenmng to realize the
degree of danger he's in, which is what Chris wants - a token
sign of acquiescence. There is also the added el enent of show ng
off his manhood in front of an audi ence now.

BUNNY
Do '"em nan, do 'em

Chris. The trigger. He pulls. But he can't quite bring hinself
to kill. The bullets exploding in the dirt at the edges of the
young man's foot.

CHRI S
(denoni c)
DANCE YOU ONE- LEGGED MOTHERFUCKER, DANCE!!!

The Young Man hops up and down in a reflex fear of the sounds of
the bullets as they thud into the dirt. Yet his eyes renmain
fixed on Chris in wondernent.

Chris, firing out the magazi ne, seens to expend his bl oodl ust.
He ceases, noticing - for the first tinme - the eyes of the Young
Man. They aren't stupid - nor fearful - but filled with
resignation and despair - a despair that Chris, in disgust of

hi nsel f, recogni zes.

Chris lowers the rifle, silent.

The Young Man's inpassive face shines nowwth tears. That sad
young look - as if death itself would ve been a release. Chris
turns his eyes away, an awkward sense of shane.

FRANCI S



(1 eaves)
Let's get out of here nman.

But Bunny takes up the slack, noves forward on the young nan.

BUNNY
(to Chris)
You chi ckenshit man, they're |aughing at you, |ook at
themfaces. That's the way a gook | aughs.

The Young Man nodding affable to Bunny and nunbling ingratiating
words in Vietnanese.

BUNNY ( CONT' D)
Yeah sure you are, you're real sorry ain't you.
You're just crying out your hearts about Sandy and
Sal and Manny - they're laughing at us! Their famly
is out there in the fucking bush bl owi ng us away and
they' re | aughing at us!

O NEI LL
(checking out the hutch)
Forget it will ya, let's go ...

Chris standing there, watching, sensing sonething awful is going

to cone and unable to do anything about it. It conmes - suddenly
and wi thout warning. Bunny is looking at O Neill, the Vietnanese
couple are nuttering sonething. 1In one fluid nove, Bunny sw vels

and wi th unbel i evabl e savagery clubs the young one-1egged man in
the side of the head with the butt of his 16.

O NEI LL ( CONT' D)
(st unned)

Hey what are you doi ng!

BUNNY
Fucker!

The young man is groaning on the floor of the hutch. Bunny
smashes him - again and agai n.

BUNNY ( CONT' D)
That's for Sandy! And this is for Sal! And this is
for fucking Manny! This is for ne!



Chris watches, horrified. Never in his life has he seen
sonething so horrifying as this. And yet he does nothing. He is
part of it.

BUNNY ( CONT' D)
(steppi ng back, exam nes what's |eft of the head, anmazed)
Ww  You see his fucking head cone apart? Look at
that ... | never seen brains |like dat before. Jesus
fucking Chri st

The A d Lady is shrieking, hovering over the body of her son.
Bunny studyi ng her.

BUNNY ( CONT' D)
Betcha the old bitch runs the whole show Probably
hel ped cut Manny's throat. Probably cut ny balls off
I f she coul d.
(to Chris)
Cone on, man, let's do her.

She cowers fromhim Chris steps back, horrified. As is
O Neill, nore puzzled than horrified.

BUNNY ( CONT' D)
(hitting her again)
Let's zap all these notherfuckers! Let's do the
whol e vil | age!

He backs out of the hutch, scared. Evidently Bunny is
tenporarily insane. But he spots ONeill, yells at him

BUNNY ( CONT' D)
GET BACK HERE YOU FUCKI NG COMRD O NEILL. THIS IS

FOR SANDY ... THI S I S FOR SANDY MAN' AND SAL! AND
MANNY!

As he clubs her to death.
On Chris' face, blood and brain tissue flying up into it.
EXT. CENTRAL AREA - VILLAGE - DAY

A tiny knot of nmen are ringed around Barnes who is questioning a
sturdy-| ooking man who is the VILLAGE CH EF. He has been



stripped of his shirt, scars all over his body, scared. He has
his I D papers out, trenbling, showng themto Lerner who speaks
sone pi dgen Vi et nanese.

BARNES
Where' d he get these wounds?

Lerner translates, the man tal ki ng back.

LERNER
He says he was hit in a bonbing raid.

TONY
He's a di nk fosure.

BARNES
Ask hi mwhat the weapons are doi ng here?

LERNER
He says they had no choice. The NVA killed the old
honcho when he said no. He says the rice is theirs.

BARNES
Bullshit ... who the hell was the dink we just nailed
on the riverbank?

Chris and O Neill come up, watch. Qhers conmng fromdifferent
pl aces - sensing the narrowing drana. But half the platoon is
still at work in the village. W hear shouts, grenade

expl osi ons, occasionally gunfire.

LERNER
He says he doesn't know, NVA haven't been around
in a couple of nonths. Mybe it was a scout or

The nen around Barnes grunbl e.

BARNES
Yeah sure it was. Wat about all that fucking rice
and the weapons ... who they for?
(1 ooking at the Village Chief)
Cocksucker knows what |I'msaying ... don't you Pop?

(a bl ank | ook)

ACE



You' re goddamm ri ght he does!

Lerner translating. The Village Chief's WFE is now on the
scene, a mddl e-aged wonan with angry features, yelling at Lerner
trying to answer for her husband, a hi gh-pitched barrage of

I ndi gnant words directed nostly at Barnes, and interspersed with
the spitting of her betel nuts on the ground.

The Village Chief trying to talk her down. But things are
definitely getting out of control. And the heat fromthe sun is
only aggravating the situation, pounding down on the actors in
the drama, their fatigues soaked in sweat and anger.

LERNER
(finally)
He swears he doesn't know anything! He hates the NVA
but they cone when they want and ...

JUNI OR
He's lying through his teeth!
TONY
Waste the fucker, then see who talKks.
BARNES
What's the bitch saying?
LERNER
(over whel ned)
She's going on, | don't know - why are we shooting
the pigs, they're farners ... they got to nake a

living, all that crap ...

The Woman is still ranting when Barnes turns to her, quite
casually levels his M16, and puts a bullet in her head. She
goes down as if pol e-axed.

A stunned pause. The Chief |looking at his wife. The Villagers
I n background reacti ng.

Wl fe looking ... Chris |ooking, shocked. Doc, possibly the
straightest of themall, very unconfortable. They are al
shocked i nsome way, but do nothing agai nst the power of Banres.
Bar nes wal ks over to the pig pen with the other Villagers, very
casual ly, confronts them



BARNES
(to Lerner)
Tell himhe talks or |I'm gonna waste nore of

em

Lerner shaken up, nuttering to the Village Chief who is in shock,
kneeling next to the body of his wife, nuttering in a high whine
of pain.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
Go ahead, Lerner, ask him

A group of Villagers huddle to one side.
Lerner, shaken, is yelling at all of them denmandi ng an answer.

LERNER
They don't know Sarge, they don't know
(hal f believes it)

Barnes turns his attention on the other villagers, his intentions
apparent. Everybody feels them They're next. Barnes is
unperturbed, very nmuch in command of the situation, no rage, no
enoti ons expressed.

Chris has never seen such a thing in his life - but can't react.
Can't stop it, just watches it like he's not quite there.

The sanme goes for Lieutenant Wolfe, for all of them The very
out rageousness of Barns' killing seens to quell all protest.

ACE
(sensing the inpendi ng nassacre)
Hey Sarge can we get in on this.

Tony advances, the hairy Italian kid from Boston.

TONY
Let's go all the way, let's go for it! Let's do the
whol e fucking village. Conme on, Sarge.

Chris' eyes ... Rodriguez next to him is neutral but wlling.
Francis is hesitant.

Fu Sheng and Junior are ready to go for it. Lt.Wlfe is



power | ess, frozen.
Sgt. Warren stepping up. The nmassacre is just about to break.
The Villagers know it, kneel in prayer, nutter.

Bar nes suddenly grabs and drags a young 19 year-old Wnman, the
Village Chief's daughter, across the pen, throws her down on her
knees, in front of the stunned Village Chief. She's scream ng.

BARNES
This his daughter, right?

Lerner nods. Barnes pulls his .45, puts it al ongside her head.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
(to Village Chief)
You lie ... You Vee Cee ... | caca ado Vee Cee!

He chanbers the .45, the Wnman begging Barnes for her life,
cradling his knees. He sticks the gun down above her skull.

Chris wanting to cry out, to do sonething - but can't!

A FI GURE suddenly flares out in the sun, advancing on them It
Is Elias.

ELI AS
BARNES! !

Bar nes | ooks around. They all | ook around.

Elias wal ks right up to him followed by his nen - King, Rhah,
Crawford, others fromthe rear party. He |ooks around. The
corpse of the Wfe ... the Young Daughter sobbi ng.

ELI AS ( CONT' D)
WHAT THE FUCK YOU DO NG

BARNES
(pi ssed)
Stay out of this Elias. This ain't your show

ELI AS
YOU AIN' T A FI RING SQUAD, YOQU PI ECE OF SHI T!!



The stock of his rifle swings up fast and hard snmacki ng Bar nes
full in the face, breaking two teeth.

Bar nes staggers back, hurt, bleeding. Elias is on himlike a
| eopard. Battering himwth his fists.

They struggle in the dust, two titans, their faces equally
consuned with rage, claw ng, spitting, punching, kicking,
poundi ng each other's skulls in the dirt. A dust stormswrls
around them the nen closing around |ike excited apes at a

bl oodf east .

Most of the nen seemto be pulling for Barnes - Chris just
wat chi ng neutral .

LI EUTENANT WOLFE
BREAK | T UP!  ELIAS! BARNES!

But they rool on, smashing each other's faces in. Both quick,
fast, agile, nean fighters. Sgts.O Neill and WAarren drag them
apart.

BARNES
You' re dead, you're fucking dead Elias!

ELI AS
YOU - you're going to fuckin' jail, buddy, you ain't

WOLFE
Al right! Al right! Al right!!! NOWBREAK IT
UP. LET'S GO ...

They conpose thensel ves, the Villagers | ooking on, grieving over
their | oss.

WOLFE ( CONT' D)
Alright, Six says torch this place! Blow the weapons
in place. Round up all suspected Vee Cees and shake
it up! We ain't got nmuch light left.

ELI AS
(to Wl fe)
Way the fuck didn't you do sonething Lieutenant!



WOLFE
What are you tal king about!
(turns away, goes about his business)

ELI AS
(spi ns hi maround)
You know what |'mtal king about!

WOLFE
No I don't. | don't know what the fuck you're
tal ki ng about, Eli as!

(goes)

Who wants to be rem nded? A silence of shanme. The Men novi ng
away, Warren, Ace, Tony, Rodriguez, Barnes | ooking back once, a
cold gl are.

The Village Chief is a broken-Iooking man, huddl ed over his
w fe's body.

Eli as stands there, frustrated.
Chris glances at him noves out.
EXT. SMALL VI LLAGE - DAY

A zippo cigarette lighter with the engraved initials: 'From Mai
lin to nmy Bunny Boy'. It sparks a thick flare as Bunny lights
the dry straw on the roof of the Hutch where he killed the A d
Wnman and Young Boy.

Their legs sticking out at the threshold. The hooch burning
fast, aided by the strong sun.

Bunny wat ches with awe.

EXT. SMALL VI LLAGE - DAY

Sgt. Warren and Rodriguez |ighting another hooch on fire.
EXT. VILLACGE Rl CE STORE - DAY

Fu Sheng yelling 'FIRE IN THE HOLE!' throws white phosphorus into
the rice stores.

EXT. VI LLAGE - WEAPONS CACHE - DAY



Barnes and Huffneister, a big German kid from Texas, are | aying
the cord to bl ow the weapons cache.

EXT. SMALL VI LLAGE - WELL - DAY

Adans and Parker are poisoning the well with a white phosphorus
grenade: 'FIRE IN THE HOLE!"

EXT. SMALL VI LLAGE - DAY

Wl fe, Ace, Tubbs, Warren, Rogriguez rope the DOZEN SUSPECTED
VI LLACGERS together to take them back for questioning.

El i as watches the Villagers nourn their |osses. 1In the
background, expl osions, hooches popping with flanmes, the yells of
the violations of the Village w ndi ng down.

EXT. SMALL VI LLAGE - DAY

Chris wanders through this weckage in the sun, |like a dazed
visitor from anot her planet, not believing it. He sees
sonet hi ng, goes towards it - knows what it is.

EXT. VILLAGE - EDGE OF WOODLI NE - DAY

H dden at the edge of the woodline, King hands back a bow of
grass to Rhah, the chief head. They're puffing away.

Kl NG
Whew! - where that cone fronf
RHAH
Found it. Gow ng in a garden.
Kl NG
(snokes)

Sheeit, beats burning hutches anyway ...

They neditatively | ook out at the Village - burning hutches
sendi ng up spirals of snoke. Shouts. Shots. Chaos.

RHAH
Yeah - stoned's the way to be ..

EXT. VILLAGE - DI TCH - DAY



In a ditch running al ongside the Village, partially conceal ed by
foliage and anthills, Tony, Mrehouse, and the ubiquitous Bunny

have a 12- YEAR- OLD VI ETNAMESE G RL pinned to the ground, gagged

and squi rm ng, naked. They are fucking her to death. Junior

| ooks on, both curious and di sgusted, but doesn't take part.

TONY
Take her up the ass ...

As they roll her over, |like excited dogs in heat.

Chris, com ng up, sees their heads di pping up and down on the
other side of the anthill, knows what they're doing. He nakes a
consci ous decision to do sonething. He runs over.

CHRI S
LET HER GO YOU HEAR ME! YOU ASSHOLE! LET HER GO

He strides right into them shoves themoff hard. The girl is in
tears.

TONY
What the fuck you want - she's a dink.
CHRI S
NO - YOU STUPID FUCK ... DONT ... DONT ... YOU TOO
BUNNY. MOREHOUSE. OFF! NO DONT ... DON T!
He seens di sconnected, dazed by the sun, like he's talking to
dogs - loud, repetitive words com ng out of an anger he can

barely control, trying to restore sonme sanity to a world gone
totally nuts today. Don't they understand? Don'tthey have any
sense of a mnd? Any kind of decency?

The Men |l ooking at himas if he's the one who's gone nuts, not
them Bunny | ooking at Mrehouse | ooking at Tony | ooking at
Junior. The irony is lost on them as Chris pushes through to
hel p the poor girl put her scanty clothes back on.

CHRI' S ( CONT' D)
(to the girl)
It's okay ... it's okay ...

El i as appears behi nd Bunny and the others, sees what's happened.



He signals themto nove out.

ELI AS
Get outta here.

The nmen grunble and slink off quietly. Elias watching as...

Chris helps her to her feet, wounded in the intestines, she can
barely stand, bl ood saoking in her nether regions. Chris slings
her up as gently as he can and carries her.

CHRI S
(as if to hinself)
It's okay, it's okay ...

EXT. VILLAGE - PI G PEN - DAY

Near the pig pen, a DOZEN SUSPECTS are being | ed away on ropes by
Tubbs, Warren, Rodriguez. The others left behind | ook back at

their village in ruins, hones burning, |ivestock dead or
scattered, belongings thrown and broken in the dirt. BABIES
wai |, the adults squat there on their heels watching with

absolutely no trace of outward enoti on.

Past this Bosch-like canvas, Chris - carrying the girl - wal ks
dazed by the horrors of this | ong afternoon.

EXT. VILLAGE TRAIL - DAY

The sol diers depart the village. A huge EXPLOSI ON now rocks the
earth and sends a spray of snoke into the blue sky as the weapons
cache explodes in stages that sound |li ke the end of the world.

EXT. PERI METER #2 - JUNGLE - LATE AFTERNOON DUSK

The Conpany is digging into another overnight perineter on a
ridge wwth a view of the Valley where the Village was. C-Ration
fires all around the perineter.

EXT. COMPANY CP - DUSK -- MORN NG

At the Conpany,| Elias, Captain Harris, Barnes, Lt.Wlfe are
huddl ed. C ose on Harris, looking fromface to face, assumng a
judicial attitude.

CAPTAI N HARRI S



and you Li eutenant?

LI EUTENANT WOLFE
| didn't see anything sir.

ELI AS
| did.

LI EUTENANT WOLFE
That dink was reported to ne as NVA sir by Sergeant
Barnes. Sergeant Barnes.

Squirreling out of any responsibility.

Bar nes,

ELI AS
My report sir, will include Lt.Wlfe as being wtness
to the shooting ...

CAPTAI N HARRI S
Al right, Elias. Sergeant Barnes, | want a report
fromyou ...

BARNES
You got it sir - and | can throw in plenty of eye-
W tnesses if you want sir

HARRI S

Not now. We'Il get into this when we get back to
base canp. R ght now | need every man in the field,
| want your guys to stick together ... Elias?
Barnes? ... You hear ne? This is no tinme for
fighting with each other.

(pause, they nod)
Tonorrow we' re goi ng back into that bunker conplex -
fromthe East.

(conti nui ng)

First Platoon will lead ... Brigade thinks they m ght
be back there tonorrow. That's all ... Get sone
rest.

(turns away)

El i as eye each other and nove off.

EXT. PERI METER #2 - DUSK



Wl f e wal ks al ongsi de Bar nes.

WOLFE
Don't worry about it Sergeant, he won't be able to
prove a thing, he's a troubl enaker but

Barnes i s obviously worried, although he doesn't |et on.

BARNES
Elias' a waterwal ker ... like thempoliticians in
Washi ngton. Want to fight their war with one hand
tied round their balls. An't notinme or need for a
courtroom out here ...

Wl fe | eaves himas Barnes turns into his foxhole where Bunny and
O Neill await him anxiously.

O NEI LL
How d it go.
Banres shrugs.
BUNNY

That away Sarge, fuckin' Elias man, fuckin' squeal
that's what he is, gonna get everybody in the platoon
in shit. Sonebody oughta fix his ass ...

Barnes fixing his coffee.

O NEI LL
(worried)
Gonna be an investigation or sonething Bob?

Bar nes says nothing, a cryptic | ook.

O Neill worried, Bunny, taking his cue from Barnes, slaps himon
t he back.

BUNNY
Ya worry too nmuch O Nei l

EXT. PERIMETER #2 - CHRI'S POSI TI ON - DUSK

El sewhere on the perineter, Chris is digging out a foxhole with
Rhah, as King and Lerner prepare the Cs for dinner.



RHAH
| know Barnes six nonths and I'll tell ya sonething -
that man is MEAN, red in his soul |like a dick on a
dog.

Kl NG
Barnes gets killed, his jaws'd go on clacking ..

CHRI S
Where's he fornf

RHAH
Bar nes cones from Hel | .

LERNER
Tennessee soneplace. H Il country.

RHAH
Barnes took a bullet right there. At la Drang Valley

(points to his forehead)
And t he cocksucker SURVIVED - that's BAAAD nan.
That's his high, baby. H gh on WAR

H s eyes flare out dramantically. Chris, enthralled in spite of
hi nsel f.

Kl NG
He done a year in Japan in the hospital, then when he
gets out, the first thing he done is re-up. Four
years he been in the field ..

RHAH
.. and you know how many tinmes he done been shot?
(Chris shakes his head)
Seven tines!
(with his fingers)

Seven.
CHRI S

And he still wanted to cone back?
LERNER

Does a pee wee wanna take a wee wee?



RHAH
The Good Lord works his revenge in strange ways.

Kl NG
Yeah, you done said it. Revenge on US.
CHRI S
Does he have a netal plate in his head?
RHAH
(smles)

You nean he's crazy? No nore crazy'n the rest of us
been out in the bush too | ong.

LERNER
Well he ain't normal that's fosure.
RHAH
That's what he is ... Baaaal
H s hand fl ashes forward in front of Chris. "HATE' is witten

across the left hand knuckles in a sloppy, purplish-black tatoo.

Chris looking at it.

RHAH ( CONT' D)
and he's FILLED with it. He's roam ng these
jungles looking for little yellow devils to kill.
Renmenber the Devil does God's work too.

(pause)
and this here's Elias ... Baaaa!
The ot her knuckle is out - 'LOVE tattooed across it. Rhah
smles his crazy sml. Chris stares fascinated at the two

knuckl es side by side. A nonent on his face.

Kl NG
Love, yeah!

LERNER
(makes a cuckoo sign)
Here we go again with the crazy preacher stuff. Rhah
seen to0 nmany novi es.

RHAH
Baaa, got no tine to go to the novies. Love and Hate



too busy fighting for possession of ny soul.

CHRI S
VWhere's Elias cone fronf

RHAH
(i nterjecting)
‘Lias cone naturally.

LERNER
don't know. Done sone tine. Heard he worked the
oil wells in Okl ahoma, nade sone bread and washed up
in El Lay.

Kl NG
Yeah, get married to sone crazy El Lay bitch, an
actress or sonethin', she blewall his bread - LSD
gurus, all that California shit, and then she turns
himinto the cops on a drug rap.

RHAH
Not the only man to neet his Jezebel either.

Kl NG
So he got a reduced and cone over here. Nanis his
freedom man, Namis his pussy. Three years he been
her e.

CHRI S
Three years, Jesus, he's crazy as Barnes ...

Kl NG
Wel|l sonetines a man jes don' wanna go back. How you
gonna talk to civilians man? People back in the
world just don't give a shit, y' know what | nean, to
themyou' re a fuckin' animal is all -

LERNER
(to Chris)

| was hone on | eave y' know and everybody's j ust
worried 'bout making noney, everybody's out for

t hensel ves, they don't even want to talk about it
man, it's like the fucking Twlight Zone back there -
you woul dn't even KNOWthere's a war on here. M
sister says to nme why you have to go there like |



started this ...

RHAH
Baaaa! Fuck it, they sold us out - so what! \Wat'd
you' all expect? Cvilian life is phoney BULLSH T
man. They're ROBOTS man - watchin' dopey tel evision
and drivin' dopey cars, and they fuck up, nobody
dies. That's all right, you keep fuckin' up,
politicians keep lyin'. Cause it don't really
matter. Don't nmean shit. So what! Watcha want - a
parade! Fuck that too! No war tine no grunt never
got no respect. Till he was dead - and even THEN
You're fighting for YOURSELF man! You're fighting
for your SOUL, dat's all. Renenber dat. And it's
sone goddamm battle too - if you se a man, westle
wi th that angel
(sw ngs his entrenching tool in a rhythm c chai n-gang style)

Love and Hate - the whol e shitbang show, that's
the story then and now and it ain't hardly gonna
change ...

EXT. PERI METER #2 - JUNGLE - N GHT

The stars are out in magnificent splendor. A breeze rustling
t hrough the trees.

EXT. PERIMETER #2 - CHRI'S POSI TION - N GHT

Chris is turning in his sleep, perturbed, withing. The

whi spering is nore and nore urgent. Death is all around. He
shoots up out of his poncho liner as if shot, stunned. Scared.
Looks around. Al is quiet. Men sleeping.

Elias is huddled in his poncho on guard next to his foxhole.
Chris joins him sitting, wping the sleep fromhis eyes.

CHRI S

| can't sleep, why don't you get sone sack tine.
ELI AS

don't feel like it either.
CHRI S

beauti ful night.



ELI AS

Yeah. | love this place at night. The stars ...
there's no right or wong in them they're just
t here.

CHRI S

That's a nice way of putting it.

Elias cuffs a joint, keeping its glow hidden in the dark. A
pause, both of them neditative.

CHRI' S (CONT' D)
Barnes got it in for you, don't he?

ELI AS
(phi | osophi cal | y)
Bar nes believes in what he's doing.

CHRI S

And you, do you believe?
ELI AS

In '65 - yeah. Now ...

( pause)
No. \What happened today's just the beginning. W're
gonna | ose this war

CHRI S
(surprised)
You really think so ... us?

Elias' eyes seemto go to sone inner place, his passion surging.

ELI AS

we been kicking other people's asses so long |
guess it's tinme we got our own kicked. The only
decent thing | can see com ng out of here are the
survivors - hundreds of thousands of guys |ike you
Tayl or going back to every little town in the country
know ng sonet hing about what it's like to take a life
and what that can do to a person's soul - twist it
i ke Barnes and Bunny and make 'em sick inside and if
you got any brains you gonna fight it the rest of
your |ife cause it's cheap, killing is cheap, the
cheapest thing I know and when sone drunk |ike



O Neill starts glorifying it, you're gonna puke al
over himand when the politicians start selling you a
used war all over again, you and your generation
gonna say go fuck yourself 'cause you know, you've
seen it, and when you know it, deep down there ..

He plants his fist in Chris' gut, expelling his breath such is
the force of the blow - |ike a power passed between them

ELI AS ( CONT' D)

you know it till you die ... that's why the
survivors renenber. 'Cause the dead don't let em
forget.
H s eyes blazing, reliving the deaths in the village, licking the

wounds for the platoon, nourning the failure of its heroism
Chris looking at him a little awed by his intensity. Elias

| ooks away, enbarrassed that he has sernoni zed, |ooks back at the
stars.

ELI AS ( CONT' D)
Ch shit! Sonetines there's things in ny head ...
man. Grass does that to ne, fucks ne all up like a
crazy Indian ...

CHRI S
Do you believe that stuff about ... know ng you're
gonna di e?

ELI AS
Yeah, those are the guys that live. | really don't
think Death gives a shit, it's |like a giant garbage
can, | think it takes whatever it can get ... you
never know where it's gonna cone fromanyway ... SO

why spin your wheel s?
He shrugs, a certain bravado nmasking his own uncertainty.

CHRI S
You ever think about reincarnation, all that
stuff?

A lightning quick novenent follows. Elias' hand passing over his
face like a mnme, a click of the fingers and he | eans closer to
Chris. A new expression on his face. Devil's eyes, nocking



child, danger in his soul, excitenment, sex - the Elias that Chris
saw i n the snoking session in base canp. Chris smles, sucked
I n, al nost |aughs and then the face is gone again.

ELI AS

Sure, goes on all the tinme. Maybe a piece of ne's in
you now, who knows. But when you die - really die -
that's a big return ticket.

(soft)

| like to think I'm gonna cone back as ... as wind or
fire - or a deer

(l'i kes the inmage)

yeah, a deer

He smles at the thought. Chris |Iooks at him |ooks away. A
shooting star falls suddenly and dryly through the cosnbos. Their
eyes.

EXT. JUNGLE - STREAM - DAY (RAIN)

The Pl at oon noves al ong a shal | ow STREAM bordering the jungle. A
thick RAIN falls amd cracks of distant thunder. Chris, Rhah,
Francis, Big Harold, others are at the rear of the platoon, their
ponchos pulled over themlike big sad grey tents. There's a

hol dup ahead and the Men rest on rocks or stand. The rain nmakes
a pointilistic pattern, the nen collages of grey, their rifles

sl ung upsi de down to keep dry.

Barnes is up ahead, out of the stream bank, on the radio.
EXT. JUNGLE CHURCH - DAY (RAIN)

Lerner's on point, resting in the shadow of a decaying old French
Catholic Church fromthe 19th Century. The jungle has | ong ago
won the battle, vines creeping into the cracks, remants of
arches |l ayered around the church at the epicenter. Behind Lerner
s Sgt.Warren and his radi oman.

EXT. JUNGLE CLEARI NG - DAY (RAIN)

Elias, further back, is checking out the jungle al ongside the
clearing, noticing a nunber of old spider holes |ong since
abandoned. He goes over and checks them

EXT. JUNGLE - STREAM - DAY (RAIN)



Back at the stream Rhah, |ooking old and whi skered under his
poncho hood, lights up a roach, puffs it. Another crack of
thunder. Chris cones over, sits with himon his rock. Rhah
passes himthe joint. He snokes.

Big Harold pulls a | eech out of his open crotch area.

HARCLD
Shit, lookit this |ittle fucker trying to get up ma
gl ory hole.

FRANCI S

Hey Big Harold, put dat in your turkey loaf it won't
cone out your back end.

Kl NG
(ribbi ng)
Yeah, big boy, thought you had that |aundry gig al
| ai d out?

Bl G HAROLD
(pi ssed)
Shit, got to paint nyself white get one of demj obs.
Get ma request in for a circuntision.

Kl NG
Gonna be a rabbi man?
FRANCI S
Gonna cut your pecker down to size hunh Bi g Harol d?
Bl G HARCLD
Dat's okay wd ne, better to have a snmall one den no
one at all.
Kl NG

Your girlfriends gonna | ook for new | overs, man.
Best thing a bro's got's his flap.

HAROLD
"1l drink to your flap in Chicago, King. Al I
gotta do is stretch it out to 15 days and I'l| be

short 15 and the Beast just wouldn't dare send ne
back to the bush.



FRANCI S

You gonna get sone for ne back in the World, Harold?
What cha gonna do?
(dream ng of it)

HARCLD
The worl d's gonna be ma oyster nman. First's | gonna
EAT - all the hanburger and french fries and steaks
soaked in onions and ketchup | can get. Then |'se
gonna FUCK and SUCK Sandy Bell till | sore all over
and can't fuck no nore, and den |I'se gonna SLEEP for
DAYS, for WEEKS! Den |'se gonna think bout what
cones next

The words carry over Chris staring out at the rain, feeling a
| eaden fatigued high. Passes the roach, down to a mllineter,
back to Rhah who points to his face.

RHAH
you got one right there.

Chris feels for, finds the | eech on the edge of his lip, cursing
under his breath.

LI EUTENANT WOLFE
(in the stream on radio)
Al right nove out.

The nmen start sl ogging on against the rain.
Junior is drinking fromthe stream as Fu Sheng passes.

FU SHENG
Don't drink that asshole. You're gonna get nal ari a.

JUNI OR
Shit | hope so!

EXT. JUNGLE - CHURCH - DAY (RAIN)

On point, Lerner noves out through a remant of an old arch,
somewhat casual in his approach to point.

LERNER



Hey Sarge, you wanna tell ne which way or do | get to
figger it out?

Sgt. Warren, picking up a quick azimuth on his lIensatic conpass,
points. Lerner noves in the new direction.

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY (RAIN)

Ler ner noves away fromthe clearing, working up a slight incline
when the MACHI NE GUN FI RE erupts out of the jungle, spinning him
- throwing himinto the dirt Iike discarded garbage.

The nmen are down, yelling.

SGT. WARREN
Anmbush! I ncom ng! Fucking i ncom ng!

Suddenly an RPG rocket breaks out of the bush, sounding |ike an
atom bonb as it devastates the front of the Platoon. Radio Talk
I s continuous now, back and forth between the three pl atoon

radi os, through the anbush.

O NEI LL
DOC, UP HERE! Lerner's hit!

More machi ne gun fire.

FRANCI S
DOC!  Over here - we got ... one ... tw down.
Warren's hit.

EXT. JUNGLE - CHURCH - DAY (RAIN)

Chris noving up with Rhah and the others out of the stream they
hit the ground next to Sgt.O Neill, who | ooks pretty scared,
obvi ously not about to nove.

CHRI S
What's goi ng on?

O NEI LL
Shit they got RPG s on our ass. Fucking anbush -
they was waiting for us to break trail!

KI NG
WATCH QUT!  ROCKET!



Anot her rocket whistling in. A huge roar. Trees shredded, dirt,
dust rising.

CHRI S
Who' s on point?

O NEI LL
Ler ner and Warren.

Chris uses his M16 to lever hinself up into a crouch and
suddenly dashes forward, passing Rhah.

RHAH
Where you goin' nman!

Chris tearing up. Past Flash - the hip black head with the

col ored beads. He's dead, torn and shredded, his face and eyes
stuff with dirt. Next to himDoc is frantically tourniqueting
Tubbs, shot in the |legs. He's screamn ng.

Chris keeps noving to the front as if conpell ed.
EXT. JUNGLE - BARNES POSI TION - DAY (RAIN)
Barnes is laying out fire.

BARNES

Goddam t, you asshol es get fucking' firepower out
t her e!

(to Hoyt on radi o)

Get Two Bravo up here. Get ne a gun.

(to others)
Spread it out! Mre to the flanks! Look for a
fuckin' target!

Anot her expl osi on.
EXT. JUNGLE - FORWARD PO NT - DAY (RAIN)

Chris cones al ongside Francis near the point, throws hinself
down. Banging his head against his helnet as he falls. The
I ncom ng rounds are tearing up the front of the pl atoon.

CHRI S



(to Francis)
Where's Lerner?

FRANCI S
(terrified)
Qut there man - behind the | og.

Looki ng. A body - npaning, sort of noving, wiggling, as if
trying to escape the pain.

CHRI S
Oh Jesus!

H s eyes noving to Sgt.Warren lying alongside a tree - calmy
trying to stack his intestines back into his ruptured stonmach.
Anot her RPG cones i n.

Chris nmakes a conscious decision, noves up - bit by bit,
shielding hinself with tree stunps, ant hills, laying out fire,
trying to get closer to Lerner.

Francis follow ng his progress, bug-eyed.

Fu Sheng now cones up with his M60 - Harold his | oader, belts of
ammo f | appi ng against their bodies. He fires fromthe hip,
providing cover fire for Chris, then pops down.

EXT. FORWARD PO NT - JUNGLE - DAY (DRI ZZLI NG RAIN)

Chris, firing out another magazine, crawls closer to Lerner,
trying to ascertain if he's still alive.

CHRI S
Lerner! Lerner, can you hear ne nan?

Lerner groans. A fresh burst of AK fire rakes the area. Lerner
j erks spasnodically wth the inpact of the rounds.

Chris spots the sniper. 1In a hole in the ground. Twenty-five
neters off. Snapping the nagazine out of his AKto reload. A
| i ve gook.

Chris tears off a volley at himbut the gook disappears in the
hole. This is the noenent, Chris realizes it, it's now or never
if Chris intends to get the gook. He's got to make a nove before



t he man has rel oaded his weapon.

He pulls his grenade, pops the pin. He lets the spoon fly off,
activating the grenade-tinmer, as he hunps to his feet and runs
for the gook hole, concentrating, concentrating. That head is
going to pop up any second with a freshly-1oaded weapon and tear
hi s head off.

Chris won't make it back to the hole. The throw has to be
perfect. He won't get another chance. He heaves the frag, drops
and rolls away. The throwis perfect, the golden arc of flight
fromthe outfield nailing the baserunner. It twsts cleanly in
the hole. The explosion nuffled but deadly.

Chris scranbles to his feet, a |look of alnbst total surprise on
his face. He can't seemto believe he did it. Pointing his M16
before him he advances on the hole, |ooking over the nuzzle to
see the badl y-mangl ed NVA man tw sted at the bottom

Chris hurries over to Lerner. He's in bad shape, hit in several
pl aces, vaguely consci ous.

CHRI S ( CONT' D)
Gator! Gator!
(Ler ner groans)
| m gonna get you out man. You're gonna be okay
Gator ... okay?

Fu Sheng laying out fire to protect them Harold splitting off to
get nore ammo.

Chris getting Lerner to his feet, hauling himback with all his
strength, past Francis ...

EXT. JUNGLE - WOLFE'S POSI TION - DAY (RAIN)

Lt. Wl fe seens disorientated, struggling with the rain water
washing off his map, trying to read the coordinates for an arty
fire m ssion.

WOLFE
(into the radio)
Redl eg, Redleg ... R pper Bravo Two Actual. Fire
mssion. Gid six-four-niner ... four-zero-two.

Direction six-one-zero-zero. Dinks dug in bunkers.



Danger close. Adjust fire, over

RADI O VA CE
Rog, Two Bravo. Solid copy, stand by for shot, out.

ACE
Sir, Bravo Three is inbound fromthe Sierra Wi skey.
Shoul d be here in two zero mkes if'n they don' hit
any shit.

WOLFE
Fucki n' Al

Elias runs up to him Fire all around, incom ng and outgoi ng,
makes themyell to each other.

ELI AS
Lootenant, they're kickin our ass, they know we're
gonna bring heavy shit on "empretty soon so they're
gonna get in tight under the arty. | spotted a cut
running around to the left. Lemme take sone nen and
roll up that flank .

(poi nti ng)
| can work right up on

em. ..
Wl fe unsure, |ooks up for the artillery.

WOLFE
(to Ace)
Get me Barnes ... | don't know 'Lias, we got four
down up there, if | split you off, we ...

Elias grabs a stick, urgent, starts drawing their position in the
dirt for Wlfe.

ELI AS
Look, Loot enant

Wl fe | ooks up, relieved as Barnes splashes into the CP group.
Thunder peal s.

BARNES
(yelling at Wl fe and Ace)
Where the fuck is red platoon! Tell "emto get their

asses up here! \What the fuck you doin' back here



Elias? Round up your assholes and nove 'emup front,
we're getting chopped to shit.

ELI AS

(yel l'i ng back)

Barnes, listen to ne ... there's 5-6 spiderhol es back
t here

(poi nts)

next to the church.

(draws it into the ground as he talks)
Third Platoon's comng up the streamto reinforce us.
Fl ank' s wi de open, dinks get 3-4 snipers in these

hol es, when Third Pl atoon cones up, they'll get us in
a crossfire wwth "em W'I|l shoot each other to
shit, then they'll hit us wth everything they got.
It'1] be a nassacre!

Bar nes | ooki ng at the draw ng.

WOLFE
Sounds pretty far out to nme 'Lias.

ELI AS
Maybe but | seen it happen at la Drang in '66, First
Cavalry and they cut us to fuckin' pieces!
(back to Barnes)
Gve ne three nen, if I"'mwong, | can still roll up
that flank.

BARNES
(a 1 ook)
Take of f, but keep your radi o here.

El i as goes, stops, |ooks at Barnes ...

ELI AS
You keep pouring out that suppressing fire,
Barnes. | don't wanna be caught out there with ny

ass hangi ng out you hear ne?

BARNES
Don't tell me howto fight this fucking war, 'Lias,
you go crying to fucking brigade on your tine. Qut
here you belong to ne. Now nove.



A look. Elias goes fast. Mre thunder peals. As the 155mm
how t zers - sounding |ike deep tomtons sone three mles distant
- beat out their shells. An om nous sound. C oser.

ACE
Sir! Shot out. Arty's on the way!

BARNES
(hurrying back to the front)
Get that asshole O Neill up here willya!

EXT. JUNGLE - FU SHENG S POsI TI ON - DAY

Fu Sheng is laying out fire when he senses sonething, | ooks up.
The artillery shell sounds too close. Cetting bigger and bigger
on the horizon. Too big, too loud. A groan of fear on his face,
t hen knowl edge. Then ... a huge EXPLOSI ON engulfs him

EXT. JUNGLE - HAROLD S PCSI TION - DAY (RAIN)

Bl G HAROLD
Short round! It's short, man! They fuckin' got Fu
Sheng! BARNES! OVER HERE!

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY (RAIN)

Barnes hearing it, starts forward. Another huge shell starting
to whistle in on them

BARNES
That fuckin' idiot!

It explodes. This is about three tinmes the intensity of the RPG
The jungle floor shakes, trees splinter. Barnes is knocked to
his knees, rinaces in pain. Hoyt, Barnes' radi o operator,
screans out as a fist-sized chunk of hot shrapnel sticks in his
back. He's screeching, frantically trying to shuck the radio
fromhis back, his fatigue shirt snoking.

Barnes jerks the radio off Hoyt's back, knocks the man to his
knees and unsheat hes his bayonet. Ripping off the back of his
shirt, Barnes sets to digging out the shrapnel.

EXT. MOREHOUSE' S POSI TI ON - DAY (RAIN)



Mor ehouse is decimated by a third expl osion, chunks of shrapnel
whirring like battleaxes into the tree trunks.

EXT. JUNGLE - HAROLD S POSI TI ON - DAY (RAIN)

Big Harold is tearing blindly away fromthe front, hel met gone,
rifle dragging in the nud when he stunbles, sprawling face down.
He junps up, |ooks back, sees now the wire over which he tripped.
It takes a second to register. He shares a | ook with Bunny who's
al ready on the ground.

BUNNY
Sat chel charge! CGET DOM!

Har ol d goes for the ground the sane instant the satchel expl odes.
EXT. JUNGLE - CHURCH - DAY (RAIN)

Chris, further back, dunps Lerner wth Doc who's got nore than he
can handl e.

CHRI S
Take care of hi m Doc! Pl ease!

Doc | ooking at him a dark | ook of hopel essness. Lerner is a
mess, groaning, reaching for Chris' hand.

LERNER
don't ... don't |eave me man ...

A | ook between them Rhah instersecting.

RHAH
Tayl or - get your ass over here. Move!

CHRI S
Hang tough, Gator. Hang in there, man, you're gonna
be OK ... just hang on.

Feeling |like a liar, peeling the man's hands off him | eaving him
there | ooking nunb. Chris is shaken, Lerner's blood all over
hi m

He tears out after Rhah, linking up wwth Elias and Crawf ord.
Elias notioning themto hurry. Another huge artillery round
expl oding out to the front.



EXT. JUNGLE - O NEILL'S POSI TION - DAY (RAIN)

Sgt.O Neill, scared out of his mnd, hugging the earth, tries to
crawm into a small cut in the ground but finds it occupied by a
cringing Junior.

EXT. JUNGLE - WOLFE'S PCSI TI ON - DAY (RAIN)

Bar nes rushes up out of the forest like Achilles, towering in his
rage, at Lieutenant Wl fe, ripping his handset fromhimas the
Li eut enant reads off the coordinates off his map.

BARNES
YOU | GNORANT ASSHOLE! - What the fuck coordi nates you
giving! You killed a bunch of people with that
fucked up fire mssion! You knowthat? ... ah shit!

Wl fe stares at him open-nouthed. D sgusted, Barnes hunkers
down to read the coordinates fromhis own map into the handset.

BARNES ( CONT' D)

Redl eg Roneo .. Ripper Bravo Two. Check your fire,
check fire, you're short on our pos! | say again,
check your fuckin' fire! ... From Registration point,

add one five zero, left five zero, fire for effect!
New i ncom ng fire drowns out Barnes.
EXT. JUNGLE - ELIAS POSITION - DAY

Elias - a defiant |ook on his face - noves fast but cautiously
back across the Church | andmarks. Chris follow ng then Rhah and
Crawford. The RAIN has now settled into a m st hugging the
ground.

ELI AS
Move it! Move it!

Elias cones to a stop, |ooks. Behind themwe hear the sounds of
battl e, gauging their distance fromthe nmain body.

The spider holes are still enpty. But he listens, senses
sonet hing out there getting closer.



ELI AS ( CONT' D)
They're coming ...

Chris | ooking at Rhah. How does he know?
Elias points out an imaginary |line across the breaking m st.

ELI AS ( CONT' D)
St agger yourselves across this |line, shoot anything
that noves. They'll be com ng from here.

RHAH
(team | eader)
Got cha.

ELI AS
One of themgets through it's curtains.

RHAH
Where you goi ng?

ELI AS
Down along the river 'bout 100 netres, 'case they try
to flank us there. Third Platoon's com ng up on our

rear so watch for 'em
CHRI S
"1l go with you.
ELI AS
No ... | nove faster al one.
(a grin)
Elias, his pack stripped, is gone, like a fleet |eaf, vanishing
I nto the Jungl e.
RHAH

(stringing them out)
Ckay Crawford - over here. Taylor - down twenty
yards behind that tree.

EXT. JUNGLE - WOLFE'S PCSI TI ON - DAY (M ST)

Barnes has finished correcting the fire mssion, hurls the
handset back at Wlfe, a wld look in his eyes, studying the



incomng fire. Mkes a decision.

BARNES
Let's nove back, link up with Three. Let the arty do
alittle work.
(to Ace on radio, ignoring Wlfe)
Push Two Al pha and Two Charlie. Tell'emto haul ass
and re-group at the church. Tell'"em NOT to fire.
(Ace transmts)

WOLFE
What about Elias? W pull back they'll be cut off.
He needs cover fire.

BARNES
(1l ooks at himlike he's stupid)
"1l get him

(with a threatening undertone)
You just haul ass too | ootenant.
(going, to Ace)
don't send Bravo Three up till | get back to the
CP. Now nove out, all of you.

As he snaps his weapon onto full auto and runs off after Elias in
a crouch ... a man with a m ssion.

EXT. JUNGLE - RHAH AND CHRI S' POSI TI ON - DAY
Next to the Church deployed in the jungle, Rhah | ooks on, silent.

Chris in his position, waits. It is so silent in conparison to
the racket fromthe battle across the forest. The Mst clings to
the trees, noist and lovely. Then, a flicker of novenent, sound.

Chris hears it, tightens. H's POV - at fifty yards. An
evanescence of beige and green unifornms noving towards himvery
fast, scurrying. They |look |ike headl ess ghosts.

Chris opens fire.

CHRI S
CET EM 1]

Rhah and Crawford open up. A rachet of sound, one of the fiures
seens to go down, then another but at this distance through



jungle it is difficult to say. The firing just as suddenly
breaks of f and the sil ence returns.

CHRI' S ( CONT' D)
(ecstatic)
Yeah! | got two of them fuckers ...

RHAH
| got one ...

CHRI S
... See themgo down? Like fuckin' target practice
man, fuck you Charlie!! Ho Chi M nh sucks dead dick!
Cr awf or d!
(sees him stunned)

Crawford, the bl ond-Iocked California beach boy, lies on the
earth, hit in a lung, having difficulty breathing, noaning in a
soft undercurrent. Chris runs up on him

CHRI S ( CONT' D)
Oh nan! ... man!

Attending him Rhah runs up.

RHAH
Looks like a lung babe. But you're gonna be al
right, you only need one of them fuckers.

CRAWFORD
Ch shit man | never thought 1'd get hit, | was ...
(gaggi ng)
RHAH
Stay cool. W gonna carry you out.

Bar nes appears, running towards them | ooking down at Crawford,
at Rhah.

RHAH ( CONT' D)
Sarge, 'bout five gooks tried to ...

BARNES
Where's Elias?



RHAH
cane through right over there. W got three of
them we ...

BARNES
Didn't you hear the arty shift? W're pulling back.
Get your wounded nman and get the fuck back to the
church. Get going.

CHRI S
(i ndicating jungle)
but 'Lias is still out there.
BARNES

"1l get him You get the man in, Tayl or
(i ndi cating Crawford)
NOW O ['Il Article 15 both your asses. Move!

Chris and Rhah | ook at Barnes sullenly, then reluctantly start
nmovi ng Crawford onto a poncho liner they use as a litter.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
Move it, MOVE IT!

He's in his blackest rage, the force of his words al nost
physically pushing the nen to nove out wth Crawford. Barnes
turns nowto deal wth Elias.

EXT. ELIAS' JUNGLE - DAY

El sewhere, Elias stands silently, listens to the forest. 1In the
di stance the firefight can hardly be heard. Hi s helnet gone, his
hair hanging free, he is at his best now - alone. He hears it.
Sonebody running through the jungle, about 100 yards, boots on

| eaves, com ng towards him

He begins to nove lateral to the sound. His steps unheard,
better at this than the eneny.

THREE ENEMY FI GURES now appear, crouched and novi ng very fast
with |ight equi prent through the m st.

Elias swerves up in imrediate foreground, his back to us, FIRI NG
Al'l three Figures fall.



A quick glinpse of Elias, not bothering to stop, noving to his
next position.

EXT. BARNES' JUNGLE - DAY

Bar nes, noving through the jungle, reacts to the fire, resetting
his course. Like a hunter stalking a deer. Suddenly there's
nore firing. Then silence -

EXT. ELIAS" JUNGLE - DAY

TWO MORE ENEMY |lie dead in the jungle. A rustle of novenent,
then a CRY - chilling, jubilant, a war cry.

A pair of feet noving lightly over the jungle. A glinpse of
Elias. In his full glory. Roamng the jungle, born to it.

EXT. BARNES JUNGLE - DAY
Barnes fixing on him noving.
EXT. ELIAS' JUNGLE - DAY

An NVA SOLDI ER, jungl e-whi skered, dirty, smart, crouches,

listens, |ooks to his PARTNER. \What are they fighting here? The
First One nutter sonething sharp and they split fast in the
direction they've cone.

They get about six steps when Elias suddenly rises up fromthe
bush, not ten yards in front of them his shots ripping into
them driving the surprised |ife fromthem Elias is gone.

EXT. NVA JUNGLE - DAY

El sewhere, another three NVA stop, turn and fl ee back from where
t hey cane.

EXT. JUNGLE CHURCH - DAY

Chris and Rhah get Crawford back to the church grounds, |lay him
down. No activity around them Chris plunges back into the
jungl e where they | eft Barnes.

RHAH
Tayl or!



EXT. ELI AS AND BARNES' JUNGLE - DAY

Bar nes noving, stops, listens. Sonething is running towards him
But it's hidden by the bush. He brings his rifle up snoboth and
qui ck, waits, then as the bush parts, Elias is standi ng there.
Looki ng at Bar nes.

Barnes sees him starts to lower his rifle, but then stops. He
raises it back an inch, sights it. Pause. A cold searing |ook
of hatred com ng over his face.

In that nonment, Elias understands. Quick as a deer, he makes his
nmove, trying to plunge back into the bush.

Barnes fires. Once, twice, three tinmes - the blast rocking the
j ungl e.

Elias jerking backwards into the bush, nortally wounded. Bird
cries. A crinme against nature.

Barnes calmy lowers his rifle, and wal ks away fromit.
EXT. CHRIS JUNGLE - DAY

Chris, cutting through the jungle, hears the shots. He stops,
| istens. Sonmeone is noving through bush towards him | eaves and
fol i age shaki ng.

Chris tightens, raises his rifle.
Barnes steps through into his sight - sees him

Chris lowers his rifle. Barnes wal king past himas if he weren't
even there.

BARNES

Elias is dead. Join up with the platoon. Mve it.
CHRI S

(shocked)

He's dead! Where? ... You saw hin?
BARNES

Yeah. Back about 100 netres. He's dead, now get
goi ng, the gooks are all over the fuckin' place.



Movi ng on quickly. Chris has no choice but to follow, | ooking
back one nore tine.

EXT. CHURCH GROUNDS - JUNGLE - DAY

TWO CHOPPERS are conming into a LZ in front of the Church. The
two pl atoons, Second and Third, reinforcing, are being evacuated
as qui ckly as possible, one |load (6-8 nen, depending on the
wounded) after other. The choppers are spraying dust all over
the place. A scene of chaos, radio talk layering it. Doc is out
of supplies, making do with inprovi sed bandages, etc.

WOLFE
MOVE IT MOVE I T MOVE | T.

Lerner goes by, horribly wounded on a nmakeshift litter, into the
chopper, Doc attending, holding the IV.

Chris catching a glinpse of him waiting to get on the chopper,
turning to | ook as:

Hoyt and Sgt.Warren, both wounded, are hurried aboard on litters.
The chopper lifting off.

Chris and others now running to the corpses of Flash, Mrehouse,
and Fu Sheng |lying under dirty ponchos, their boots sticking out.
The ponchos are blown away in a burst of wind off the chopper

bl ades, revealing their faces - dirt stuffing their eyes and

nout hs, waxen fi gures.

Chris and the others lifting themand carrying themtowards the
next chopper now com ng in.

They throw the bodies on. Tubbs and Crawford, both wounded, now
nmove past Chris, into the chopper. Chris running back, with King
carrying a litter - their eyes falling on:

Barnes talking with Wl fe and Ace, making signals under the
roari ng sounds of the chopper. Shaking his head. No. No Elias.

Chris and King | ooking at each other, nmute. They nunbly start
| oading Big Harold, mnus his leg, onto the stretcher.

The Third Chopper is down now, waiting, roaring bl ades
sil houetting off the face of the cathedral. A ROCKET BLAST



suddenly goes off not too far fromthe chopper, incomng fire.
The DOOR GUNNER signaling for themto hurry, |aying out fire.

| NT/ EXT. CHOPPER - JUNGLE - DAY

Chris and King hustling Big Harold's 250 pounds into the chopper.
Cinmbing in with him Wlfe, Barnes, Ace running in with them
The perineter is bare.

Chris' eyes flitting over Barnes as he junps in. The chopper
lifting off as another explosion rocks the area. The Door Gunner
sees sonet hi ng, opens up.

Bi g Harol d, cursing, |ooks chal ky but hog happy as he nanages a
gl ance down at the jungle. H s right leg is gone. Tears are
rolling out of his eyes.

Kl NG
Man, you gonna be in Japan this time tonorrow, Big
Har ol d.

Bl G HAROLD

Yeah, 1'se lucky dis tinme, what's a leg to get the
fuck outta here ..

(at the NvVA)

Eat ma shit, you notherfuckers!

He sinks back, sick. Chris' eyes sudenly fix on sonething. He
can't believe it. He shoves King, points. King sees it. Both
st unned.

Barnes is looking. So's Lt.Wlfe, so's Ace. So's the Door
Gunner .

Elias is com ng out of the jungle. Staggering, blood disfiguring
his face and chest, hanging on with all his dimmng strength,
| ooking up at them- trying to reach them

Chris shakes Wl fe, his words drowned out by the roar.
The Chopper Captain | ooking down, dips. Hi s co-pilot pointing.

The NVA are com ng out of the jungle, closing on the spot where
Elias is.



I ncom ng rounds are hitting the chopper. The Door Gunner
mani acally firing.

Bar nes | ooki ng down at the man, can't believe it.

Elias is on his last |egs now, obviously being hit by the
incomng fire of the NVA. He falls to his knees, still
stretching upwards for life.

The Chopper Captain shakes his head at Wl fe.

The Chopper dips one nore tine firing at the NVA, |ow and fierce
over the jungle.

Chris | ooking back in horror.

Elias crucified. The NVA com ng out now by the dozens fromthe
treeline.

Elias crunbling to the ground. Qbviously dead or dying.

HELI CAPTAI N ON RADI O
we still got one on the deck. Bring the gunships
i n.

Bar nes draw ng in.

Chris looking at himin revulsion. He knows. Barnes sees his
| ook, ignores it, all of themsitting there silent, living with
that final horrifying i mge of Elias.

EXT. UNDERGROUND HUTCH - BASE CAMP - NI GHT

The 'heads' are assenbled - what's left of them Rhah, King,
Francis, Doc, Adam a quiet black kid, and Chris, who is
| npassi oned toni ght.

CHRI S
He killed him | know he did. | saw his eyes when
he cane back in ..

RADI O VA CE
(puffing on his bow )
How do you know the dinks didn't get him You got no
proof man.



CHRI S
Proof's in the eyes. Wen you know you know. You
were there Rhah - | know what you were thinking. |
say we frag the fucker. Tonight.

He | ooks to King who puffs on a joint, his eyes red.

Kl NG
| go with dat, an eye for an eye nan.

DOC
Ri ght on, nothing wong with Barnes another shot in
the head wouldn't cure.

RHAH
(to Chris)
Shit boy you been out in the sun too long. You try
that, he'll stick it right back up your ass with a
candle on it.

CHRI S
Then what do you suggest big shot?

RHAH
(to Chris)
| suggest you watch your own asses cause Barnes gonna
be down on ALL CF ' EM

FRANCI S
How you figger that?

RHAH
Shit man - Human nat ure.

FI ashes the old knuckle - 'HATE' .

Kl NG
Then you jes gonna forget 'bout Elias and all the
good tinmes we done had? R ght in here.

RHAH
He dugged his own grave.

DOC
(correcting)



He dug it.

RHAH
He DUGGED it too.

CHRI S
Fuck this shit!

RHAH

You guys trying to cure the headache by cutting off
the head. 'Lias didn't ask you to fight his battles
and if there's a Heaven - and god, | hope so - | know
he's sitting up there drunk as a fuckin' nonkey and
snokin' shit cause H'S PAINS HE DONE LEFT DONN HERE.
Baaaaaaaaa!

(a vehenent novenent of his head)

CHRI S
You're wong man! Any way you cut it Rhah, Barnes is
a nurderer.

Kl NG
Ri ght on.

RHAH
| remenber first time you cane in here Taylor you
telling me how nuch you adm red that bastard.

CHRI S
| was wrong.

RHAH
(snorts)
Wong? You ain't EVER been right - 'bout nothing.
And dig this you assholes and dig it good! Barnes
been shot 7 tinmes and he ain't dead, that tell you
sonething? Barnes ain't neant to die. Only thing
can get Barnes ... is Barnes!

Bar nes stands there, silhouetted in the trap door, | ooking down
at the nen who are stunned to see himhere.

He steps down into the hutch, his face nowlit by candle |ight.
A bottle of whiskey in his hand, drunk, ugly, sweating, but as
al ways, wth dignity, possessive of his silence. He feels their



fear in the silence, enjoys it.

BARNES
(soft)
Tal ki ng ' bout killing?

He totters slightly as he circles the outer edge of the hutch.
No one tal ks.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
Y all experts? Y all know about Kkilling?

He takes the bow from Adans, snokes it.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
You pussies gotta snoke this shit so's you can hide
fromreality? ...
(snmokes agai n)
Me | don't need that shit. | AMreality.

Confronting Chris, he noves on, taunting themall.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
There's the way it oughta be and there's the way it
is. 'Lias he was full of shit, 'Lias was a crusader
- | got no fight wth a nan does what he's told but
when he don't, the machi ne breaks down, and when the
machi ne breaks down, VE break down ... and | ain't
gonna allow that. From none of you. Not one ..

Wal ks past Rhah, past King, throws the pot bow into the dirt of
the fl oor.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
Y all loved Elias, want to kick ass, |'se here - all
by ny | onesone, nobody gonna know. Five you boys
‘'gai nst nme?
(pause, very soft)
Kill ne.

Al nost an appeal - naked, intense. Rhah, Francis, Doc | ook away.

Ki ng, the biggest one there, is about to say sonething, but the
nonent passes.



Chris waits, his anger on the rise.

Bar nes takes a sw gger fromthe whiskey, then turns away
cont enpt uousl vy.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
| SHIT on all o' you.

CHRI S
KILL YOU MOTHERFUCKER! ! !

Chris slans into Barnes, rushing himoff his feet. Pounding his
face, solid bl ows.

KI NG AND OTHERS
Get that nother, babe, go ... Kick his ass, kill that
cocksucker!!!

But Barnes is too quick and very strong and takes the bl ows,
getting outside Chris' arm twsting and flipping himin a
westler's grip - throwing himhard onto his back on the dirt
fl oor.

The expression of the Men watching slunps, their hopes dashed.

Bar nes springs around on Chris, straddles him one hand pushing
his face back, hits himhard. Once. Tw ce.

Chris grinmaces, groans, helpless now A flick of sound.

A kni fe whi pped out of Barnes' boot and pressing against Chris'
throat. Chris bleeding fromthe nose and nout h.

Rhah suddenly spinning into action, fast now, realizing what
Barnes intends to do.

RHAH
EASY BARNES, EASY MAN! !

Barnes is on the verge - about to kill again.
Chris waiting.
Rhah coaxing him noving closer.

RHAH ( CONT' D)



You'll do dinky dau in Long Binh Barnes. Ten years -
kill an enlisted. Ten years, Barnes, just clinb the
walls. DONT DOIT ...

Barnes' eyes trenble in the candle light, his scars ugly, a spasm
cl enching and | ocking his facial nuscles. Then suddenly he is
cal magain, very calm W sense a man of enornous self-control.

Suddenly he flicks his knife across Chris, |eaving a mark bel ow
his left eye.

Chris gasps. Looking up at Barnes rising off him The boots
al ongsi de his face.

The Men | ooki ng on, the tension |owering.

BARNES
(cont enpt uous)
Deat h? Wat do you guys know about it?

He wal ks out. Quietly.
EXT. AIR SHOTS - JUNGLE, CHURCH - DAY

Chris sits at the very edge of a Huey Chopper, bandana around his
forehead, long hair blowng in the wind, Barnes' mark bel ow his
eyes, slicked out now like a jungle veteran, |ooking down at the
VI LLAGE where the massacre occurred.

The Village is still a snmoking ruin, a few peasants and water
buffal o straggling like ants to reconstruct.

Bunny, next to Chris, pops his gum indifferent. Barnes, next to
him shifts, reads a map.

Rodri guez is praying, his nouth noving w thout audi ble words,
getting ready for the drop.

King is making last mnute adjustnents in his pack.

Bunny now nudges Chris, points. The Church in the Jungle where
Elias was killed is visible. An outline of the Cenetery.
Unconfortable nmenories play over Chris' face.

CHRIS (V.Q)
They sent us back into the valley the next day -



about 2,000 netres from Canbodia - into a battalion
perinmeter. Al pha Conpany had been hit hard the day
before by a sizeable force and Charlie Conpany had
been probed that night. There were other battalions
in the valley, we weren't the only ones but we knew
we were going to be the bait to lure themout. And
somewhere out there was the entire 141st NVA

Regi nent .

The BATTALI ON PERI METER now breaks in the clear ahead. Snoke
grenades of various colors are being popped on the cleared LZ
It's not big, its radius 200 yards, heavily sandbagged, deeply
dug, rolls of barbed wire protecting it, radi o antennas sprouting
fromthe CP - and surrounded on all four sides by jungle.

The First Chopper rocking down, whipping up dust clouds. Chris
junps out, noving out fast as the Second Chopper starts in.

EXT. BATTALION CP - PERI METER #3 - DUSK

At the Battalion CP, the Major confers with Captain Harris and
two other Captains. Two NVA PRI SONERS are sitting on their
knees, interrogated by Vietnanese Kit Carson scouts and a U S.
Sergeant, their hands tied.

The Scout slaps the shit out of the NVA
EXT. PLATOON CP - PERI METER #3 - DUSK

Al this is watched froma di stance by Ace and Doc and Lt. Wl fe
at the Platoon CP. Ace and Doc are digging the foxhole, the ace
of spades in Ace's hel net band, sharing the information with Tony
and Franci s.

ACE
t hey caught '"em|last night pulling sone shit on
Charlie Conpany. They found maps on 'em nan - got a
friend at Battalion says they had every fuckin'
foxhole here fixed on it. Distances, treelines, our

claynores, trip wires, everything? | shit you not.
DOC

Shit, so what the fuck are we doing here? Wy don't

we nove ...

(no answer)



Bad vi bes, man, | got bad vi bes here. Were are the
new guys they provided us anyway.

TONY
| heard we's in Canbodia right fuckin' NOW

FRANCI S
You ki dding man ...

Rhah comes up, a wal king stick in hand, huge pirate kerchief on
hi s head, sem -naked.

RHAH
You wanted to see ne sir?
WOLFE
Jackson, | ooks like you got Elias' squad now.
RHAH
Squad? | didn't know we was still referring to this

platoon in terns of squads sir.
(with a snicker for Ace and Doc)

WOLFE
(indicating a rough drawing in the dirt)
These two holes are yours ...

RHAH
Beggi ng your pardon Lieutenant but ny holes are far
enuff apart you could run a regi nent through there
and nobody'd see them- | got five live bodies |eft

WOLFE
| don't want to hear your problens, Jackson. You'l
get new nen any day. Tinme being you make do |i ke
everybody el se.

RHAH
Hey Lieutenant | didn't ask for this job, |

WOLFE
(1 eaves)
| don't want to hear about it Jackson.



RHAH
(amazed, | ooking off at hin
You don't want to hear about it?

WOLFE
(turns)
That's right. | don't want to hear about it 'cause
to tell you the truth, | don't give a shit okay ... |
just don't give a shit anynore.

RHAH
(shrugs, to hinself)
Ri ght

WOLFE

(passi ng Ace digging the CP hole)
This 1s one tine we could sure use Eli as.

ACE
(to Doc)
‘*Sone people say |'mw shy washy. Maybe | am Maybe
| ain't.’

EXT. PERI METER #3 - CHRI S FOXHOLE - DUSK

On the edge of the perineter, King puts out his claynore,
unraveling it back towards his FOXHOLE, intersecting MEN formthe
Third Pl atoon, who file out on a night anbush, skirting the trip
wi res, denoralized, silent. Eye exchanges, but no words.

Chris sits on the foxhole watching the anbush go out, snoking a
joint by hinself, depressed. King cones in with the claynore

Wi res, attaching themto their detonators. Their foxhole - as
are all of the Platoon's - is positioned just inside the treeline
bordering the LZ, so that they are quite isolated fromthe center
of the perineter where they first |anded.

Kl NG
Gad | ain't going with "em Sonmewhere out dere man
I s de Beast and he hungry tonight ... Man, what a
bumer. Ten days and a wakeup and |I'mstill dealing

wdthis shit - fuckin' etcetera and ad infinitum man

The LAST SOLDIER in the file recedes into the foliage.



KI NG ( CONT' D)
(noticiing Chris' silence)
What's the matter wd you? ... How cone you ain't
witing no nore? You was always witing sonething
home. Looks |ike youse half a bubble off, Taylor.

He doesn't answer, nekes a futile gesture.

KI NG ( CONT' D)
What about your fol ks? That grandma you was telling
me about? ...

Chri s shakes his head.

KI NG ( CONT' D)
Grl?

Chris' eyes answer negatively.

KI NG ( CONT' D)
Must be sonebody?

CHRI S
t here's nobody.

Kl NG
(shifts, unconfortable)
You been snoking too nuch shit babe. Gotta control
that. Takes a man down ... | renmenber when you first
come out to the bush, you was straight as a ..

CHRI S
Who gives a shit!

He shifts, annoyed, prepares his grenades al ong the sand bags.
Ki ng shrugs, preparing his neal, sings hinself a snatch of song,
a good natured man.

Kl NG
(soft)
'People say I'mthe l[ife of the party cause | tell a
j oke or two al though | may be | aughing | oud and hardy
deep inside I'mblue ...



CHRI S
Y' ever get caught in a m stake King and you j ust
can't get out of it?

Kl NG
Way out of anything, man. Just keep your pecker up,
your powder dry, the worm WLL turn. How nmany days
you short?

CHRI S
Not just ne ... it's the way the whol e thing works.
People like Elias get wasted and people |ike Barnes
just go on making up rules any way they want and what
do we do, we just sit around in the m ddl e and suck
on it! W just don't add up to dry shit.

Kl NG
Does a chicken have |ips? Woever said we did, babe.
Make it outta here, it's all gravy, every day of the
rest of your life man - gravy. OCh shit, superlifer!

O Neill cones up, jerks his thunb at King.

O NEI LL
Get your gear together, King, your orders just cone
t hr ough.
Kl NG
(speechl ess)
You jokin' me man? ... shit, you ain't kidding!
Cocksucker. OCh woww ... the lifers nmade a m st ake,

they cuttin' me sonme slack, they cutting ne sone
sl ack Tayl or!
(dances)

O NEI LL
Col l ect your shit and nove out King. You got 10
m nut es nake the | ast chopper. Cee ess em oh or your
ass is mne.
(to Tayl or)
Francis is com ng over.
(hurries off)

Ki ng packi ng up, double tine. Chris conmes over, helps him
trying to share his happi ness but not succeedi ng.



CHRI S
Hey that's great King, that's great ... you take it
on honme for nme, you tell "emKing ... got your
address right? You know where you can reach nen,
man. Anyti ne!

Kl NG
| gotta didi man. Don't wanna m ss that chopper.
"Il send you a postcard. After | get ne sone. |l
send you sone tapes too man. This new guy Jim
Hendri x man, whew ... you okay Taylor? Just 'nenber
take it easy now, don't think too nuch, don't be a
fool, no such thing as a coward cause it don't nean
nuthin. Jes keep on keepin' on. Ckay ny man ...

Chris, fighting his depression, slaps hands with King. A brief
nonent, they | ook at each other. A friendship that was forever
and is now over. They both sort of know they' Il never see each
ot her agai n.

CHRI S
"Il wal k you out

Francis com ng up, hauling his pack.
EXT. PERI METER #3 - JUNIOR S FOXHOLE - DUSK

On anot her foxhole, Rodriguez positions his M60, brings up his
amo belts (no | oaders left). Tony eating, nervous, watches him
shakes hi s head.

TONY
Runmor goin' round is they got tanks. Soviet shit, T-
34's ...
(pause)

Hey Rodriguez, don't you ever say nothing?

RODRI GUEZ
(a thick Mexican accent)
What do you want ne to say, it's all the sane ol
shit.

Tony shrugs, back to his food.



EXT. PERI METER #3 - JUNIOR S FOXHOLE - DUSK

On anot her foxhole, Barnes in full pack checks the sol es of
Junior's bare feet. Bunny and O Neill |ooking on. Junior is
noaning as if he's dying, overdoing it by a mle.

BARNES
So what's the probl enf?

O NEI LL
Says he can't wal k.

BARNES
Shit. Get your boots on Martin, next time | catch
you putting nosquito repellant on your fuckin' feet
| " m gonna courtmartial your nigger ass.

JUNI OR
(cracks)
DEN COURTMARTI AL ME MOTHERFUCKAH, bust ny ass, send
me to fucking Long Binh, do your worst but | ain't
wal king no nore. De white man done got his last klik
outta ne. Get sonme chuck dude to hunp this shit.

BARNES
(suddenly soft)
Get ne that centipede, O Neill.

O Neill is puzzled. Wat centipede?
O NEI LL
Sar ge?
BARNES
Yeah that |ong hairy orange and bl ack bastard | found
in the ammp crate. |I'mgonna put it in this

asshole's crotch, see if he can wal k.

Junior's eyes bulge wth suspiscion and sudden terror, his
deneanor totally alert now

O NEI LL
(under st andi ng)
Oh yeah, right away Sarge.



Bar nes

JUNI OR
No! Wait! [I'lIl walk, fuck you I'll walk, I don't
need this shit! | don't need this shit!

BUNNY
Fucki ng pussy, fuck it Sarge, | gotta have himon ny
hol e?

going. O Neill catching up with him

O NEI LL
Uh ... Bob. Like to speak to you. Take a m nute.

BARNES
(stops)
Yeah, what is it?

O NEI LL

(shuffles, reluctant)

Bob, | got Elias'" R&R ... It's comng up in 3 days.
Going to Hawaii. See Patsy.

(pause, no reaction from Barnes)

| never asked you for a break, | was hoping you ...
you'd send ne in on the chopper with King ... what do
you say Chief?

(a friendly punch)

BARNES
| can't do that for you, Red ... W need every
swnging dick in the field. Sorry bout that
(starts to go)

O NEI LL
(pl eads)
Hey Bob, cone on! Talk to nme hunh, it's your friend
Red, I'monly asking you for three days chi ef

BARNES

I"'mtalking to you Red and I'mtelling you no. Get
back to your position.

O NEI LL
(grabs him desperate)
Bob, | gotta bad feeling about this, I ... I'm

telling you | got a bad feeling, man, | don't think



| "' m gonna make it .. y'know what | nean?

BARNES
(quietly)
everybody gotta die sonetine Red ... Get back to
your foxhol e.

A look in his eyes. Very renote, very cold, silencing O Neill.
Bar nes wal ks of f.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - BATTALION LZ - DUSK

At the LZ, King runs out, gets on the |ast SUPPLY CHOPPER w th
sone other nen. It lifts off, swirling dust, the |ast rays of
dayl i ght.

Chris watches froma Battalion CP area, waves back - the chopper
sound receding in the horizon, the conparative silence of the
jungl e now creeping up on the perineter. He turns and starts
back to his foxhole.

A man is watching him He's sitting on a sandbag, face in
shadow. It startles Chris, sonething about him Sonet hi ng
different. A deep West Virginia draw .

SMOKI NG MAN
Got a light?

CHRI S
Uh sure ...

Goes over reluctantly, flicks his lighter, cupping it fromthe
wind. The flanme catches a sudden, uneasy expression in Chris'
face as he sees the Snoking Mn.

We cone around and see what Chris sees in the light of the flane.
A face that smles at himlike a death's head, a |large ugly
blister on his nouth, whiskered, pale - but smling. A sick man
woul dn't smle like this, but he is smling too intimately, as if
he knows Chris fromway back. But he doesn't. O does he?
Perhaps it was the man Chris first saw at the airstrip when he
cane in-country. The sanme expression of evil, of a man who has
seen too much and died, but still lives.

Chris feels an unnatural fear passing through him



The Man stands, sucking on his cigarette, stretches. He is thin
and very tall, towering over Chris.

SMOKI NG VAN
| at er.

He goes. Chris watches him wondering. The man never | ooks
back, a leisurely, confident stroll. In that nonment, there is an
EXPLOSION fromway out in the jungle, about a quarter of a mle.
Then another, then small arnms fire. Chris |ooks, knows.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - RHAH S FOXHOLE - DUSK

On his foxhole, Junior listening to the distant firing. Bunny is
I ntrospective - talking to Junior as if he were his best friend,
al t hough t hey have nothing in conmon.

BUNNY
y' know sonme of the things we done, | don't feel

i ke we done sonething wong but sonetines y' know |
get this bad feeling. Not all that shit the

Chapl ain's jamm ng up our ass 'bout the Good Lord ...
just a fucking bad feeling, y' know what | nean?
Don't know why. | told the Chaplain the truth is
really like it here. You do what you want, nobody
fucks with you. Only worry you got's dying and if
dat happens you won't know about it anyway. So what
the fuck ...

(chuckl es)

Junior |l ooks at himlike he's really crazy. Back to the distant
firing.

JUNI OR
(pi ssed now)
Fuck! | gotta be on this hole with YOU man. | just

know | shoul dna cone!
Bunny finds it funny, |aughs.

BUNNY
Don't you worry bout a thing Junior, you with Audie
Mur phy here, ny man ...



EXT. PERI METER #3 - COWANY CP - DUSK

At the Conpany CP, Captain Harris is talking urgently into the
radi o.

HARRI S
Bravo Three Al pha! Send ne a grid. Send ne a grid,
over!

A young i nexperienced VO CE screans back into the radio amd
I ntense background FIRING filtered by radi o and soundi ng
di senbodi ed.

RADI O VA CE
We're pinned down sir, they're in the fucking trees!
The trees -
HARRI S
K, Three Al pha, cal mdown now, son. |'m gonna get
you a fire m ssion ASAP. Snoke'll be first
RADI O VA CE

( pani c)

Li eutenant's dead sir, radi onman | ook dead sir, |
don't know where the map is Captain! They're al
around us sir. They're noving! Hundreds of emn
can hear emtal king gook!!! Jesus Christ!

HARRI S
(cal mng him
Just spot the snoke son and tell ne where to
shift. W'Ill get you out of there. Just hang tough
and tell me where the rounds hit, over.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - PLATOON CP - DUSK

At the Pl atoon CP, Barnes stands, |egs akinbo, watching the
jungle, anticipating the comng fight as overhead we now hear the
155 SHELLS whistle froma 10-m | e distance - passing above them -
t hen pounding down into the jungle in the near distance. Barnes
turns, glances at Wlfe, smles.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - COWPANY CP - DUSK

At the Conpany CP, Captain Harris is back on the radio.



HARRI S
Bravo Three Al pha six. How bout those rounds son?
Can you adjust fire?
(waits)
Three Al pha, if you can't talk, just key the handset
tw ce over.
(waits)

Silence, then a vague MJRMURI NG - becom ng cl earer and cl earer.
It's in Vietnanese. The radio is then bashed in, the sound |ike
thunder in the Captain's ear. He looks at his RTO, both of them
shocked.

EXT. NVA JUNGLE - NI GHT/ DUSK

In the Jungle itself, the ENEMY is noving. Flurries of novenent
and sound, blurred visuals. Hands taping a piece of cloth to a
tree, noving on - revealing a lum nous arrow pointing |eft

Fi gures noving past it.

Hands unraveling a thin wire waist-high, backwards.

Hands sliding along another wire. W now see a novi ng hel net
with a |l um nous plaque on the back of it, leading a file up the
wre. To a Junp-off point about 50 yards outside the U S.
perinmeter. Figures crouch. Wispers. Myvenent. A pen
flashlight on a drawi ng of the foxhole positions. The NVA novi ng
out in several directions at once.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - CHRI'S' FOXHOLE - N GHT

On their foxhole, Chris and Francis wait anxiously. Overhead the
ARTI LLERY keeps pounding into the anbush area. Now SMALL ARNMS

FI RE can be heard picking up at random spots al ong the perineter.
The battle, like a tide, is obviously noving closer to them

FRANCI S
Oh shit me | wsh | was back in Menphis now, oooh
baby this is gonna be a not herfucker!

Chris says nothing. Suddenly off to their right, about 80 yards,
a BLUE FI ZZLE of |ight erupts.

CHRI S



Trip flares! ... Rodriguez's hole.

Rat-tat-tat-tat, rat-tat-tat. Machine gun, outgoing, followed by
a sharp explosion. A ROCKET!

CHRI'S ( CONT' D)
RPGs! Shit!

Va CE

(crying)
MEDICI'!  DOCl DOC

A FI GQURE thrashes up through the foliage behind them

RHAH
(a fierce whisper)
Tayl or! Franci s!

CHRI S
Over herel!

Rhah junps into their hole with them out of breath.

CHRI S (CONT' D)
Rhah! What's going on. Rodriguez's hole just got

RHAH
(gets his Dbreath)
Ckay, here it is - one, we got gooks in the fuckin'
perineter.

FRANCI S
Oh shit! Dat's it, dat's it

RHAH
They got through Al pha Conpany! Anything behind you
don't identify itself, blowit away. Two - air
strike's comng in. They gonna | ay snake and nape
right on the perineter so stay tight in your holes
and don't | eave 'em

FLARES now shoot up over the perineter. Reds, greens, yellows,
squeaki ng as they float doen on their parachute hinges throughout
the ensuing battle. The perineter is illumnated at spotty



intervals - sonetines arctic bright, sonetines inexplainably dark
til new flares shoot up.

Chris, Francis, Rhah all look up at the light, and hug their
hol es even tighter, feeling naked in the light. Flares cut both
ways.

RHAH ( CONT' D)
they' re probing us, they gonna go up and down
this line all night trying to get through. Stay cool
"1l be back ..

Runs out of the foxhole. Chris suddenly reacting to a noise out
front, gripping Francis and pointing to the sound.

A BODY is thrashing towards them about twenty-five yards, not
yet visible but a little awkward and lungy in it's novenent, as
| f desperate.

Francis, tense, is about to pop his grenade when Chris grabs him

CHRI S
Hold it!
(1 oud whi sper)
VHO IS IT!

But the body keeps comi ng, lurching now, falling.

FRANCI S
Conme on man!

CHRI S
No!

A POP! - then a fizzle of BLUE LIGHT as the Figure hits their
trip flare - revealing itself to be large, with no hel net, and
gasping, terrified of the trip flare.

TERRI FI ED SOLDI ER
DON T SHOOT!  DON T SHOOT!

CHRI S
It's the anbush!
(calling out)
In here, man! Hurry.



The SOLDIER now runs in like a full back going down for the

tackle, sprawing into the hole, knocking Chris and Francis down
beneat h hi m

He is sweating, terrified, a white boy wth an unrecogni zabl e,
filthy face, norifle, no helnet, his fatigues torn all over.

TERRI FI ED SOLDI ER
Water! \Water!

Chris gives himhis canteen, his shoulder and neck hurting from
the collision. The Sol dier sucks down the canteen.

TERRI FI ED SOLDI ER ( CONT' D)
(bet ween gul ps)
They' se all over the place, hundreds of em noving
this way! They w ped us out man, we didn't have a
chance! \Were's the CP?

FRANCI S
(poi nts)
Back there.

The Sol di er struggling out of the foxhole.

TERRI FI ED SOLDI ER
You guys get outta here! They're right on ny ass and
they ain't stoppin' for shit!

He tears off, leaving Francis in a state of incipient panic. He
| ooks at Chris.

FRANCI S
Taylor, let's di-di nman!

Chris adjusting position, facing the front, anger in his voice.

CHRI S
You go.

Franci s hesitates, stays.
| NT. PERI METER #3 - BATTALION CP - N GHT

At the Battalion CP, the Major is inside his BUNKER, busy between



his radi o nets.

MAJOR
(to RTO 1)
Get ne Bravo!

RTO 2
Charlie Conpany reports hand to hand on the perineter
sir. Three holes are dowmn. They need hel p!

MAJCOR
(1 ooks at his watch, to his XO
Ckay nove two squads from Al pha down there. \Were's
t hat goddamm air strike, you bet your ass if we were
the First Cav they'd be here now

RTO 1
(handing himthe transmtter)
Bravo Six sir.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - BATTALION CP - N GHT

Just outside the Bunker, a MASTER SERGEANT spots sonething in the
flarelight. TWO FIGURES with hel nets running towards him at an
angl e.

MASTER SERGEANT
Hey you boys! VWhich Conpany you ...

A sudden burst of FIRE cuts the Sergeant down in his tracks and
the Figures fly by.

Soldiers in the imedi ate area spot them

SOLDI ER #3
SAPPERS!

SOLDI ER #4
THE BUNKER!

A burst of fire. One of the RUNNI NG FI GURES goes down. An
Expl osi on engul fs him

| NT. PERI METER #3 - BATTALION CP - N GHT

But the SECOND SAPPER runs right into the bunker in a kam kaze



charge, the light frominside nonentarily revealing a bul ky
satchel strapped on his person and the face of the astounded
Maj or .

RTO 3
SIR!

EXT. PERI METER #3 BATTALION CP - NI GHT
The Bunker EXPLODES with a deafening roar.
EXT. PERI METER #3 - CHRIS FOXHOLE - N GHT

In their foxhole, Chris and Francis | ook at the curling ball of
flame, stunned.

CHRI S
Oh no!

EXT. PERI METER #3 COVPANY CP - NI GHT
In their foxhole, Chris points.

CHRI S
Ther e!

SHAPES noving in the trees. Chris blows his claynore handl es.
One explosion on top of the other out front. Then return fire.
Fl ashes froma nuzzle, rak-a-tak, rak-a-tak, rak-a-tak, the
heavi er sound of an AK-47.

Chris opening up with his 16. Then bei ng bl owmn down by a grenade
expl osion at the edge of the foxhole. Then nothing. A pause.
Chris' ears ringing, slightly concussed.

Suddenly from down the perineter there is the sound of a faulty
LOUDSPEAKER crackling out fromthe jungle. A pidgen English, the
words maul ed, then a snatch of patriotic North Vietnanese nusic,
pl ayed froma scratchy old record.

Chri s uneasy, |ooking at Francis who | ooks terrified. The SOUND
now of a whistle. Two hoots, then a sharp third. Then yelling.

Chris grabbing Francis' arm pointing. There is a VOCE directly
out to the front of them- nuttering sonething in Vietnanese, no



nore than 20 yards away but unseen. It's |ike hearing a casual
conversation from another room then the sounds of several bodies
noving in separate directions - enconpassing the foxhol e.

CHRI S ( CONT' D)
(to Francis, a whisper)
Qut of the hole! Fast!

Chris crawl s out, stops, |ooks back. Francis won't |eave, hugs
the shelter.

CHRI S ( CONT' D)
(a fierce whisper)
Goddamt Francis! Myve your fucking ass. Now ...
THEY GONNA BLOW I T!

Reaches in and yanks himw th all his strength half out of the
hole. Francis, finally sparked, now noves out. Both of them
bellying it into the brush behind the hole.

Not a nonent too soon. An RPG ROCKET whistling in.

The FOXHOLE takes a direct hit, caving in, whirls of snoke
spinning off it.

Chris and Francis | ook back covered with debris. They hear
novenent .

SHADOWS are swarm ng towards the foxhole, firing into it to
finish themoff.

Francis grabs Chris' leg, indicating they get out of there.
Chris hesitates - a nonent, a decision nmade now in angry passion
- rises up and charges the NVA.

SHADOWS scatter and tunbl e, caught by his surprise close-range
fire.

Chris noving forward into them blasting, agile, his instincts
finely tuned, and totally insane in this nonent of tine,
indifferent to his life. He YELLS insanities, punping hinself up
with the adrenaline of courage.

CHRI'S ( CONT' D)
DI E YOU MOTHERFUCKERS! | | YAAAAAAAAA! | |



Screans fromthe dark shadows, they fall

Chris smashing a wounded SHADOWw th the butt of his gun down
into the foxhole. He junps back into it, reoccupying it.
Bl asti ng the dead gook.

Qpening fire out to the front, driving the Shadows back.

Francis watching this, amazed. After a nonent of doubt, he too
tears back out to join Chris in the foxhole, unbelieving, as he
junmps in with him

FRANCI S
(joining in the frenzy)
YAAAAAHHHH! 111 KI LLLLL!!!

Then stunned again to see Chris suddenly rise up out of the
f oxhol e and charging forward into the jungle. He is now over the
edge.

CHRI S
(charging off into the jungle)
D E YOU MOTHERFUCKERS! ! !

EXT. PERI METER #3 - BUNNY'S FOXHOLE - NI GHT

In his position, Bunny is experiencing the sane 'high' as Chris,
yells out at them

BUNNY
Conme on MOTHERFUCKERS, COME ON !

Junior, huddled in the hole wwth him speechless and terrified,
| ooks at himw th huge eyes. The guy is nuts. An incon ng
gr enade expl osi on shakes the hole.

BUNNY ( CONT' D)
(laying out nore fire)
Come on you can do better than that!

JUNI OR
Fuck this shit! | ain't dyin" in no white man's war!
| se didi-ing this notherfuckah!

Juni or freaks out, throws his rifle down and hobbl es out of the



hol e on his damaged feet at an incredible speed.

BUNNY
(yelling after him
Get back here you gutless shit

A SHAPE suddenly out of nowhere, |oons up fast behi nd Bunny,
running at him

Junior, insane now wth fear, runs snack into a tree, knocked
sensel ess and reeling to the ground.

Bunny turning back too |late. The crazy drug-hi gh Shape is
yel ling sonething |ike:

NVA SOLDI ER

And junps right into the hole blasting Bunny point-blank in the
chest.

Bunny struggling to consciousness at the bottom of the hole.
THUCK! A boot in the gaping hole where his chest was. Bunny,

hi s eyes unconprehending. A nuzzle is jamed into his nouth,
breaking his teeth with an ugly sound. Another yell fromthe NVA
trooper. A flash of orange red light. Bunny's face blown to
bits.

Junior, dizzy fromthe blow to his head, |ooks up.

A yellow flare sonewhere out there and a SHADOW above hi m di ggi ng
a bayonet into his belly wwth a grunt. A |ong oozing sigh of
bel |l y gas.

An expl osion. The Shadow with the bayonet staggering blind
wi t hout eyes, holding his brains with his hands.

Barnes throws open the enpty LAAWrocket casing he has just fired
of f and charges forward with a yell, cutting down another NVA in
Bunny's ol d foxhole. Junping into the hole, the bottom of which
Is aliquid pit of guts, blood, ooze. Another Eneny running in
on him A short burst of fire. Barnes hit. Firing into each
other. Barnes draggin himdown into the pit with him grappling
al ongsi de the corpse of Bunny. Barnes uses an entrenching tool
to finish himoff.



EXT. PERI METER #3 - PLATOON CP - N GHT

At the Platoon CP, small arns fire is all over the place, the NVA
closing the ring. Ace, in the foxhole, yells to Wlfe.

ACE
Negative contact. Can't raise Barnes, Two Bravo, Two
Charlie, nothin'!

WOLFE
Get me Six!

Nervously aimng his rifle as a man cones runni ng towards them
st aggeri ng.

ACE
It's Doc!

Doc pl ops down, out of breath, drained, bleeding all over his
chest.

DOC
They're com ng through all over! | can't ... | can't
do ...
WOLFE
Where' s Bar nes!
DOC
| think he's dead ... it's awful, they're all dying.

Wl fe is stunned, Barnes his | ast crutch against the chaos. Ace
handi ng hi mthe handset.

ACE
Si x!

CAPTAIN HARRI S' VA CE
Yeah! Send traffic or clear this goddanm net!

WOLFE
We' ve been overrun Captain, we're pulling back.
Over!

EXT. PERI METER #3 - COMPANY CP - NI GHT



At the Conpany CP, things are just as bad. A Radionman is
sprawl ed over a smashed radio. Captain Harris is in a bunker
wor king the radios hinself, as his Radionen fire at yelling,
runni ng FI GURES scurrying all over the inner perineter.

HARRI S
(furious voice)
Bravo Two, Six! Goddamt where the hell you plannin'
to pull back to! They're all over the perineter. Be
advi sed Lieutenant, you WLL hold in place and you
wi Il FIGHT and that neans YQU, Lieutenant. Qut!

EXT. PERI METER #3 - PLATOON CP - N GHT

At the Platoon CP, Wlfe is astounded by the nessage. Ace
| ooking at himstraight in the eye.

ACE
You' re an asshol e Li eutenant, you know t hat.

As he abandons his radio, grabs up his 16 and noves to an

adj acent position. Doc, a quiet man up to now, is treating a
wounded Parker who is now hit by bullets and thrashes wildly and
jerks to a stop. He is obviously dead but Doc goes on trying to
finish the bandage. Suddenly he goes beserk, grabs a 16, starts
firing and yelling.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - COMPANY CP - N GHT

At the Conpany CP, Harris gets on the radio with the air strike.
One of the RTGs on a separate radio calls over.

RTO #5
Captain, Third Battalion Arnoured's on its way with
tracks 'bout 2 kliks west!

HARRI S
(ignores it, into radio)
Snakebite | eader, Ri pper Bravo Six, we're gonna need
you soonest be advised |'ve got zips in the wire down
here, over!

PILOT" S VA CE
(distorted high frequency)



Roger your |ast Bravo Six, Snakebite |ead we can't
run it any closer. W're hot to trot and packing
snape and nape but we're bingo fuel. It's your call,
Si x actual, Over.

Harris | ooks around. The deci si on made.

HARRI S
Snakebite | eader, Bravo Six, for the record, it's ny
call. Dunp everything you got left ON MY POS. | say
again, | want all you're holding INSIDE the
perinmeter. It's a lovely war. Bravo Six Actual and

Qut .
Pilot's reaction. Very calm A Farnboy twang.

PILOT" S VO CE
Roger your |ast Bravo Six. W copy it's your call.
Get emin their holes down there. Hang tough, Bravo
Six we are com ng cocked for treetops. Wiskey to
Echo ... Snakebite Two, this is |l ead. Last pass on
zero niner. Watch ny snoke to target, expend al
remai ning. Follow ny trace ..

The transm ssion drops out. Harris now | ooking up into the
dar kened skies. The planes in no way evident - but they're
there. And they're com ng.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - PLATOON CP - N GHT

At the Platoon CP, the NVA are sweeping fast, crouched, using
cover, yelling. Snmall fires are raging all over the perineter.

Ace putting out fire, is hit. The NVA are com ng over his
sandbags. A burst of fire. Ace goes down.

Doc has cracked up, firing at anything, indifferent to his
safety. One of the NVA goes down. The Doc is hit in the side,
wounded, struggles, is hit again, but keeps trying to fire. He's
hit a third time - in the jugular vein. Nearby, Wlfe is firing
madly at the oncom ng NVA. One goes down. A second is wounded,
yelling in pain. Wlfe reloading his 16, popping up, too |late.
One of themis com ng over the sandbags. He sees Wlfe. Wlfe
sees him |In the same nonent.



Wl fe hesitates, frozen up. The gook unloads his AK-47, a
magazi ne worth, into Lieutenant Wl fe, who crashes down, spraw ed
unnaturally on the jungle floor. A spasm shakes his body. Then
stops. Dead.

Boots run by.
EXT. PERI METER #3 - O NEILL'S FOXHOLE - NI GHT

At his foxhole, O Neill peeks up out of the hole. Several NVA

are darting through the jungle 20 yards away, com ng towards him
talking loudly to each other. He quickly slips back down in the
hol e, entwining hinself wth the approaching NVA, clinking netal.

The NVA stop, glance in the hole. Sonething is nuttered. They
run out.

O Neill opens his eyes, breathes.
EXT. PERI METER #3 - BARNES FOXHOLE - NI GHT

BARNES swi ngs his mashed M 16 full into the FACE of an eneny
SOLDI ER who screans and goes down, Barnes chopping at himwth
his club. H's helnet is gone, his shirt ripped to shreds, his
shoul der bl eedi ng, making his | ast stand agai nst the hated Gooks.

Near by HUFFMEI STER is hit in the shoul der by a running FI GURE and
coll apses into the bottom of the foxhole, crying out in pain.

The running FI GURE runs past right into the full force of BARNES
swnging rifle. SMACK!I He crunples.

| NTERCUT
Chris bellies into the area, see Barnes, recogni zes him anazed.

An ENEMY fires, taking Barnes high in the left thigh. A patch of
skin blowing off. Barnes rigidly goes down on his left knee I|ike
a wounded horse. Holds there, staring into the Eneny, waiting
for the coup de grace.

A series of SHOUTS and the Eneny staggers dead as:

Chris lays out a curtain of fire. A CGRENADE goes off near him
blowi ng off his helnmet. Dazed, Chris rushes forward firing from
the hip - sucked into Barnes' suicidal vacuum He cuts down an



Eneny as:

Barnes, given a new |lease, linps angrily forward and tackles a
wounded Eneny trying to craw away, terrified at the sight of
Barnes comng after him Barnes lets out a vivid scream

And beats the soldier nercilessly, half the stock of his M 16
flying apart broken.

Chris swvels alert on his knees. A pause. No nore eneny.
Turns to Barnes, his back to Chris still beating at the dead
cor pse.

CHRI S
Bar nes!

Barnes swivels instinctively off the corpse and for a petrifying
nonent Chris sees:

A maddened scar of a face, |ips specked with foam The EYES -
refracted in a red-green flare overhead - the pupils distorted
Into angry red points.

For Chris it is no doubt the nost frightening single i mage he has
seen in his life. It wll be in his nightmares forever. The
essence of evil: wath, obsession, anger, fear, hatred,

per manence - he is paral yzed.

Bar nes snashes himfull across the face with the broken stock of
his M16. Not even conciously, for at this point, his mnd has
gone over the edge and the entire world is his eneny. Anerican
or Vietnanese, it nmakes no difference as he strikes Chris harder
and harder.

Chris struggles, noans, his teeth and nose cracked. Barnes emts
another chilling yell an springs |ike a hunpback up on his good
right leg, the left bent - set to deliver the killing blow, the
mangled rifle pulled to its highest arc.

CHRI S ( CONT' D)
Noo0000000!

The PHANTOM FI GHTER JET cones now |l i ke a great white whale. One
bi g beautiful nonstrous beat of deafening sound. |Its silver and
white belly hurtling | ow over the treeline in one giant |eap of



sound nonentarily illumnated by a flare. Then a nonstrous ROAR
of anger.

The bonb ripping Barnes off the body of Chris and spitting Chris
across the jungle floor - crashing into a tree sone 30 yards
away.

FADE OUT
EXT. PERIMETER #3 - CHRIS JUNGLE - DAWN

FADE BACK IN. Vague sunlight. Blurry. Chris fluttering his
eyes. A sharp MOVEMENT in the bush. His eyes fight their way
open.

SOFT EYES are watching himfrom behind foliage. A soft, furry
head, alert, rigidly still.

Chris fights his way up to his elbow, in pain, |ooking at the
eyes. The head turns and in one fluid nove, bolts. Gone. Like
the wnd. A deer. A big brown deer. O was it? Chris wll
never be quite sure. But whatever it was, it was surely a sign
of grace - the grace of Elias. This he knows as he feels hinself
for the first tine alive.

And in pain. Hs left hand torn and bl eedi ng, shrapnel in his
side, cuts on his face, dried blood caking him Looking around
his garden of eden. A nessy jungle floor. Cordite funes.

Burned bush and trees. Torn sandbags. Dead NVA. Bird songs
sonmewhere in the distance. It is the very crack of dawn, a pink-
red sun casting long oblique light patterns through the trees. A
holy Iight.

Chris pushes hinself to his feet, feels his weight and the pain.
He wal ks. In the near distance, towards the LZ area, there's the
sound of Arnored Personnel carriers grinding, nmen noving, calling
out in Americanese. But Chris is alone here.

He fishes up an AK-47 froma dead NVA. Checks it, a weapon.
Wal ks on.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - BARNES FOXHOLE - DAY

Past scores of NVA bodies. Past the Foxhole where Bunny | ays
dead in the bottom faceless. Looking over at Junior bayoneted



to the ground, dead. NVA everywhere around the hole, sone of
themstill noving, badly wounded.

Chris | ooking around, then noticing a novenent a little further
out in the Jungle. Then he sees who.

The uniformis shredded, the figure obviously hurt in several

pl aces (thigh, back, neck, hand) but not nortally so, now
struggling to right itself, dragging its face up froma belly-
down position. Streaked with dirt and bl ood, we see Barnes once
again re-energing fromthe dead.

Chris steps over to him a solemm | ook on his face. Barnes | ooks
up, begs.

BARNES
Get nme a Medic wll ya. Go on ..

Chris doesn't nove. Barnes |ooks at himagain, reading the
I ntention that has crossed Chris' mnd. An expression of
surprise crosses his face, then amazenent, al nost shock.

BARNES ( CONT' D)
Fuck you in hell

Chris shoots him ©Once. Twice. Three tines. Silence ...
Barnes is finally dead.

Chris | ooking at the corpse, nunbed, no exultation in his
expression. Just cold satisfaction and little feeling left.

Behind him the SOUND of a big nmachine noving. He turns.

A huge Nazi flag on an antenna |oons up in the bush, foll owed by
the great belly of a turreted dragon crunching down a tree for
I ts breakfast.

A bi g tough GERMAN SHEPARD cones boudning at himsniffs, foll owed
by a flak-jacketed MONSTER MAN - filthy and greasy, unshaven
face, earring in his left ear, 'DEATH CORPS scraw ed on his
shirtless flak jacket and a drawing of a death's head, he | ooks

| ike a cross between a pirate and a hell's angel. Behind him a
SECOND MONSTER MAN and the ARMORED PERSONNEL CARRIER grinding its
engi ne, a human skull hanging fromits turret.



MONSTER MAN
(to Dog)
Bozo! Get back herel

Hi s eyes passing on Chris |ike so nuch neat.

MONSTER MAN ( CONT' D)
(to Chris)
Can you wal k outta here?

Chris nods. The Soldier pointing to the LZ behind himas a sign
he should go that way. The other Soldier already stripping the
NVA dead, as the APC grinds on into the jungle, reconnoitering.

Chris wal ks out of the jungle, head bowed, nauseated, m xed
feelings roiling him

EXT. PERI METER #3 - FRANCI S' FOXHOLE - DAY

I n anot her foxhole, Francis waits, the sounds of the approaching
APC cutting through. He thinks about it a nonent. It nust be
fast. It nust be a hard cold decision. Now

He pulls out his K-bar and with one | ast angui shed hesitation,
drives it into his thigh nuscle.

Francis yells out and collapses in his hole.
EXT. PERI METER #3 - O NEILL'S FOXHOLE - DAY

In another foxhole, O Neill, unscratched but covered with dirt,
waits tentatively as SOLDI ERS arrive at his hole. They're a
little awed by the sight of the tough-looking O Neill energing
fromhis foxhole |like Sgt.Rock, dozens of dead NVA littered
around him

APC SOLDI ER #1
You al one Sarge?

O NEI LL
Fuck yeah. They all left ne, bunch of fuckin'’
f aggot s.

APC SOLDI ER #2
Man, you gonna get yoself a silver star.



O NEI LL
Fuck the silver star. You got any booze?

EXT. PERI METER #3 - RHAH S FOXHOLE - DAY

Rhah, alive and well, is poking around the NVA corpses with a

| ong gnarl ed wal ki ng stick, looking like a crazy Johnny Appl eseed
with his pants rolled up on his thin hairy ankles and wearing a
red bandana tied in a four-knot around his head.

As one of the APC SOLDI ERS carves an ear off a dead NVA, Rhah
wor ks his way through the torn bl oody pocket of an NVA Troop in
full rigor nortis, extracting what he thought was there - a

wr apped cel | ophane of heroin.

Rhah's face glows with satisfaction as he tastes it, then snorts
it. Wth a certain satisfaction of triunph over the grim
ci rcunst ances.

RHAH
(to the powder)
Yeah, that's good shit

EXT. PERI METER #3 - LZ - DAY

CHRIS is hauled out on a litter. Mrphined, his eyes watching it
all from sonewhere deep in his brain. Passing:

G oups of SOLDIERS | ooking |ike bowery bunms and noving like rats
t hrough the snoke and garbage snooping for souvenirs wth wheezy
tired eyes and grunts of greed.

Passing a bull dozed PIT with heaps of NVA BODIES in them a
BULLDOZER pushi ng anot her set of bodies in, |Iike photos of a Nazi
deat h canp.

Near by, two burly SOLDIERS Iift a WOMAN NURSE and with a once-
t hrough build for nonmentum toss the fresh body into the pit.

Chris, nunb, goes by.

RADI O OPERATOR
(into radi o, exhausted)
- 37 U S KA 122 wounded and still counting.



Estimate 500 Victor Charlie KIA, 22 wounded and still
counting. Over.

2ND RADI O OPERATOR
Sir, atelevision crews comng in wwth the General -

CAPTAI N HARRI S doesn't respond; at this point he doesn't give a
shit, standing apart fromthe radi os | ooking nunbly at the
remmants of his boys filtering by on litters.

Chris intersects himnow, Harris' eyes |ooking blankly, then
noddi ng sickly trying to give himencouragenent. Just comng to
the edge of tears, choking it back, and turning back. These are
his sons who are lost. A good officer.

Rodri guez, wounded, is lifted up in his litter and noved out to
the waiting MEDI VAC CHOPPER, a huge red cross painted on a white
squar e.

Doc goes by on another litter, then Ace, Adans, Huffneister, etc.

Then Francis is littered by, bandages around his leg, a big smle
on his face.

FRANCI S
Hey Tayl or, you okay man?

CHRI S
Yeah. How 'bout you?

FRANCI S
Jes' fine man, jes finel ANt never felt better!
Both of us two tiners nman, we're out.
(gives hima slap as he goes by)
See you at the hospital man, we gonna get high-high
yessir
(goes off)

The Medic points to the chopper.

MEDI C
(to Chris)
That's your ride man, you ready?

CHRI S



(tries a smle)
You bet.

Chris starts towards it, the Medic assisting him
EXT. PERI METER #3 - LZ - DAY

Sgt. O Neill watches the | oading process forlornly fromthe
di stance. Captain Harris intersects him

HARRI S
You got Second Pl at oon Sergeant.
O NEI LL
(reflexively)
Yes sir -
And as Harris noves away, O Neill is left thinking. Finally

there is a certain frustration to his actions; he has taken such
great pains to stay alive that the tuition he pays is precisely
to stay in this Jungle. Inevitably his time will cone - one way
or anot her.

H s eyes now follow the MED VAC CHOPPER upwards, whatever is |eft
of his shrunken soul yearning to go with it.

EXT/ | NT: PERI METER #3 LZ CHOPPER - DAY

As the Chopper rises off the battlefield, Chris, who is sitting
at the edge so that he has a full view out the open door, waves
back at Rhah.

EXT. PERI METER #3 - DAY

Rhah, at the edge of the treeline, vigorously shakes his wal ki ng
stick at him his other hand a fist, waving them emtting his

cry.
RHAH

Defiance. Pride. D g ne, |I'mRhah - and there isn't nobody Iike
me in the world.

EXT/ I NT: PERI METER #3 - LZ CHOPPER - DAY



The chopper - with its huge red cross painted on - nowrising to
neet God. Smashed on norphine, Chris |ooking out at the waving
ants bel ow.

Now t he trees, the skyline and the chopper is noving fast over
the devestation. The jungle forever |ocked in his nenory, Chris
| ooks back, copious, quiet tears flowng fromhis eyes.

CHRIS (V.Q)
| think now, |ooking back, we did not fight the
eneny, we fought ourselves - and the eneny was in us
The war is over for nme now, but it wll always be
there - the rest of ny days. As | amsure Elias wl|
be - fighting with Barnes for what Rhah call ed
possession of ny soul ... There are tines since |
have felt like the child born of those two fathers
but be that as it may, those of us who di d nake
it have an obligation to build again, to teach to
ot hers what we know and to try with what's left of
our lives to find a goodness and neaning to this life

The music surges nowto its full strength as we replay bits of
filmwith each actor's nane listed - sonme with silly, clowning

| ooks, others sober, haunted. Gardner, Tex, King, Rhah, Lerner,
Sanderson, Manny, Big Harold - all the boys ... and then Barnes
staring quietly into the canera, and lastly Elias - shirt off,
bow of grass in hand, his big, beautiful smle.

FADE OUT:



